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His manhood heard reveille and leaped to 
attention. 

He kissed first one breast, then the other 
—it was a time, for him, of global action. 
His erotic circumnavigation of Clarise had 
greater significance for him than any astro- 
nautical feat. Besides, thought he, there were 
ways and ways of making it into orbit. 

He reached down and swooped her up. 
He was panting when he lowered her to the 
bed. 

"Sidney," she said, and she lofted her 
arms. 

Tomlinson's awakened powers possessed 
superb point—to which Clarise found her- 
self, as sexually unbiased as she was, re- 
sponding. Further, there was no man alive 
who could ever leave her behind . . . 
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1 


HucH Bansrow said, “Seven, Dale, please.” 

The elevator operator tried to steer a straight face but 
a smirk teetered on his lips. “Yes, sir,” he said. 

Hugh thought sourly that any man who believed he 
could keep his private life under wraps around a hotel 
was suffering from a serious delusion. Hotel people had 
bird-dog noses, especially when the trail indicated sex. 
But whatever the trail, covering all of it was impossible, 
as Hugh saw by the severely maintained innocence on 
Dale Ever's face. 

When the elevator stopped, Dale said, “I’m glad the 
boss is back.” His sly glance at Hugh implied that he 
should be pleased, too. 

Hugh answered impersonally. "Six months is a long 
time to be gone,” he said. 

Dale made another attempt to stimulate a reaction and 
uncover information. “Going to be busy times around here 
again,” he said, intimating the busy times had no con- 
nection with business. 

“T wouldn't know,” Hugh said. “I’m quitting tonight,” 

Dale’s jaw dropped—people had been fired from the 
Carlton Hotel, the elevator operator knew, but no one 
had ever quit, Dale licked his lips nervously—he was 
sure the roof was going to mushroom right off the hotel. 

Hugh grinned sardonically and marched down the hall 
toward the owner's suite. He did not himself feel alto- 
gether cavalier as he pictured his boss’s potential explosion 
—Lthe owner's temper was legendary. But he would have 
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few regrets about leaving, proud though he was of the 
job he had done over a three-year period since he had 
stepped in as the new manager of the flea-bitten Carlton 
Hotel that had sunk to the status, practically, of a house 
of assignation without any reservations for status-seekers. 
The day Hugh Barstow had begun the new job, his boss 
had fixed those piercing blue eyes on him and had said, “I'll 
give you one year to pull this half-hearted cathouse out 
of its hole and its notoriety. I want a reputable place show- 
ing a respectable profit,” 

It had been a massive assignment for Hugh, and the 
deadline had seemed impossible to meet. He had worked 
like a dog the first year. He had whipped a sleazy estab- 
lishment into a neat, tight operation. The sheen in. the 
boss's blue eyes had grown more pronounced at the sight 
ofsbach succeeding month's operation sheet. Hugh had 
had to root out graft and lethargy ruthlessly, and just as 
ruthlessly he had had to insist on new expenditures—at 
which the boss had screamed. But new uniforms had cost 
money, as had the refurbished carpeting, paint and lights. 
And Hugh had stuck stubbornly to each expenditure, He 
had been promised the backing of the boss that first year, 
and Hugh had called on it to the last possible deadline 
moment. He had shaped the hotel into a profitable enter- 
prise, and for the past two years he had been given practi- 
cally a free rein. But now he felt he would be glad to be 
tid of the Carlton Hotel. He wanted nothing more to do 
with the place... 

His pace slowed as he approached the door to the 
suite. He remembered how he used to feel about going in 
—he had trembled with eagerness. That emotion had died 
some six months earlier. 

He stared at the door before he knocked. He wished 
the scene ahead of him were behind. Hugh Barstow was 
a shade under six feet, but he carried himself well, giving 
the impression of greater height, His hair was black, curl- 
ing crisply against his skull. His face was lean, the flesh 
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firm against symmetrical bone structure. The jawline had 
a touch of belligerence—in fact, his whole face projected 
a tough quality. He was thirty years old, and had spent his 
boyhood clawing his way out of an orphanage. It was 
natural that he should at least have the suggestive cast 
of a man expecting a fight. E 

He knocked on the door and opened it. No other per- 
son in the hotel would have dared let himself into this 
particular suite in such a fashion. The sitting room was 
austerely furnished, a massive desk bulking against the 
east wall. The swivel chair belonging to the desk offered 
the only sitting possibility within yards—the boss pre- 
ferred dissecting an employee while the latter was kept 
standing. 

The boss, Hugh thought with grim amusement. The 
term aroused a mixture of derision, resentment and grudgy 
ing respect in the men working for her. 

But that she was the boss, there was absolutely no 
doubt, No one on her payroll ever made the mistake of 
thinking otherwise. The Carlton was one of six hotels she 
had inherited from her husband, Stanley Dutton, when he _ 
had died some four years past. Rumor had predicted that 
she would unload the properties, but she had proceeded 
not only to retain title but to operate more efficiently than 
Dutton himself had ever managed to do. 

Hugh regarded Dutton’s picture on the wall. The 
photograph showed a fat, balding man with bewildered 
eyes. The prominence of the picture apparently was touch- 
ing evidence of a widow's grief, but Hugh judged otherwise. 
Mrs. Dutton displayed the same picture in the bedroom. 
Hugh had often wondered if the location of the pictures 
bore some relationship to Stanley Dutton, inanimate, wit- 
nessing the triumphs of Clarise Dutton, animate. 

He heard a movement from the bedroom. Clarise Dut- 
ton called, “Hugh?” 

He said, “Yes.” And he waited. She had arrived this 
morning, and she had had a full day to examine the books. 
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Her dress, when she appeared, would tell him her mood, 
If she wore that severely tailored suit, it would mean she 
was displeased with him. If she were in a negligee, her 
mood would be a satisfied one. But she was a businessman 
first—and a woman second, Whatever happened in her 
bed never influenced her before or after she quit the mat- 
‘tress. 

He glanced again at Dutton’s picture, and Hugh 
imagined he could detect a wry smile. Hugh speculated 
on what kind of hold Clarise must have had on her hus- 
band—had he, too, been always afraid of incurring her 
displeasure? And had he then worried about the punish- 
ment that would surely follow? For a moment Hugh had 
the illusion that Dutton’s smile grew broader. The hotel 
manager wished he could turn the picture to the wall. 

He was tempted to sit down behind the desk and put 
up his feet, This would enrage her, he knew. Not that she 
would make a comment, no—but her eyes would narrow 
and, when the moment would be ripe, say, a week or a 
month later, she would punish the offender for his effront- 
ery. Yet it was not so much in fear of Clarise's retaliation 
that Hugh decided to forego his rebellious impulse; he 
was aware that a feet-on-the-desk routine would be simply 
nothing more than a childish effort at striking back at her 
and not worth the energy. She had been absent on a six- 
month cruise around the world, and during that time. 
Hugh had discovered what a trap a man's ambition could 
shape. Now, however, he reminded himself, he was free 
of all the chains she had so subtly linked about him. He 
was to be married in two weeks, and Clarise Dutton could. 
no longer intimidate or direct him. 

At this point Hugh became aware of another presence— 
Clarise’s Siamese cat had undulated into the room and was 
staring at him with baleful eye. Hugh hated that Siamese. 
He had tried hard to win the animal’s affections, but to no 
avail. The feline had returned Hugh’s caresses with gashes. 
Clarise had named the cat Big Bad, and aptly so, Its sav- 
age nature responded to her alone. It was a sleek, beauti- 

/ 
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ful animal whose eyes were sky blue and whose face was 
hell black. When Big Bad was angry, its eyes darkened 
to-ebony. The eyes were black now, as they usually were 
when Hugh was around. 

Clarise Dutton, drawing a sheer negligee together, 
purled out of the bedroom. Hugh caught a flash of a long 
line of thigh. Obviously, she had been pleased with her 
inspection of the books, and she intended to reward him. 
Hugh remembered the first night she had ventured out in 
her filmy costume, The occasion had been the hotels 
initial showing of profit under his management. He re- 
membered how his blood had felt congealed at the sight 
of her. That had been a night, he wryly recalled. And he 
had been on the verge of falling in love with her, but she 
herself had clipped that emotion. Because the next morn- 
ing, when he had presumed on the preceding night's inti- 
macies, she had coldly repulsed him. He had had to 
experience the graph of her extreme heat and ensuing 
extreme cold at least a half dozen times before he had 
Jearned, so far as he could determine, that hers was an 
unbreakable pattern. She was a machine that operated 
superbly at sex and business—you screwed the boss, Hugh 
thought, and then you said ‘sir’ to her, awkward positions 
for a man in both cases, prone and semi-prone. 

Sometimes several weeks would pass before she would 
call him to her suite and be transparently arrayed for 
him. When sex became necessary for her, she popped it 
in as she would a pill—in more elongated form. She would 
pull a string and you, Hugh Barstow, would twitch. A lot 
of men would like to twitch in his place—Marvin Roister, 
his assistant, for instance, Hugh thought. Well, Roister 
could soon practice at being a puppet. 

Before she had departed on that cruise, Hugh had 
been pondering means of dissociating himself from Clarise 
Dutton. All that now remained was to inform her of the 
accomplished fact of his severance. It was odd that he 
felt his announcement was going to be difficult for him, but 
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not out of any fear of hurting her. It was simply that the 
boss-employee relationship still exercised some power over 
him—he was still a little afraid of her. He thought of 
Roister twitching at the end of Clarise’s string, and Hugh 
smiled wryly, 

She asked sharply, “What amuses you?” She was always 
adept at catching a nuance, 

“Nothing,” he said gravely, “I'm glad you're back, 
Clarise." 

That appeased her. “You could show it,” sho said, 

She crossed to him, and he noticed she avoided the 
strong light of the desk lamp, She was past the middle 
thirties, and strong light revealed the faint, tired lines at 
her eye corners, and the sag of the lips. Hugh was quite 
certain that she touched up her hair. He could stand here, 
now, cataloging these defects, when before they had meant 
nothing to him—he had been dominated by sex. If a man 
wanted a woman badly enough, a disparity in age mattered 
little, 

She stared, puzzled, frowning. She said, “What’s ‘wrong 
with you?” She could see no desire in him. Was there 
another woman, she wondered, But she dismissed the idea 
—the idea, at least, of another woman being permanent. 
In the face of Clarise, all sexual makeshifts should fade 
from a man's mind. She knew what she had. 

He gazed at her calmly, thinking how well he knew 
that body; age had hardly altered it. Her breasts were still 
firm, although the rosettes had lost some of their youthful 
pink. Her stomach had remained flat, and the flesh on her 
thighs had stayed firm and resilient. Yes, he could catalog 
these items, he knew, and feel no reaction. He speculated 
on how many men, during her cruise, had visited her cabin, 
lured by her honey blonde hair and startling blue eyes. 
How those male egos must have been deflated after she 
had relieved them—and herself—and she had told them 
that they existed, as far as she was concerned, only to 
service her as moving parts. A year ago, he realized, he 
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would have swollen at the prospect of being a moving part. 
Now, he was altogether unmoved. 

She pressed her body against his. He could feel the 
warm softness of her flesh, its promise of giving—a lie, 
she only took. Her lips nibbled at his throat. “It’s been too 
long, Hugh," she whispered. 

He held her at arm’s length. “I’ve been a male whore 
long enough," he said. 

The anger in his eye delighted her. It was anger at him- 
Self, she assessed, and it meant he had missed her. She 
laughed and said, "What terms you use." She struggled to 
press against him again. 

His voice roughened. “It’s the right term, isn’t it? It 
earned me my job.” 

His male pride was hurt, Clarise reasoned. He had not 
wanted her to go on that cruise, and now he was sulking. 
She laughed deep in her throat. When a man hurt like this, 
she thought, a woman should have little fear of what her 
mirror revealed. 

"Tm back," she said. “It’s all that’s important, isn’t 
it?” She could stroke and soothe that injured male pride, 
she felt. “You're good at many things, Hugh. Just your 
lovemaking wouldn’t keep you here. Now show me you've 
missed me." She lifted her face for his kiss. 

His fingers savagely dimpled her arms as he insisted on 
her distance. “You keep quite a string, don’t you, Clarise,” 
he said. “Do your other managers have as good a quali- 
fication as 1?” 

Her eyes blazed. This was obnoxious male ego, she 
thought angrily. Ego that could suffocate a woman, She 
remembered how her father had dominated her mother. 
Clarise had grown up vowing that no man would ever 
subordinate her to that extent—and no man ever had. A 
woman possessed all the weapons, Clarise believed. If she 
know how to use them, she could enslave a man. Certainly, 
no one man should ever fill a woman’s life—this tended to 
degrade a woman. 
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Clarise knew she could crush Hugh—she could-tell him 
about the shipboard romances, There had been three, and 
she had forgotten the men's names. The Italian had been 
satisfying, but he had insisted upon bleeding the intimate 
moments into routine living. The Englishman had been 
curiously cold and detached, and that had repelled her. 
The young third mate had been the most rewarding of all, 
but his pleading eyes had finally bored her, just as Hugh's 
jealous ego was boring her now—it was no excuse for his 
behavior, 

“Let go of me,” she said icily. 

He laughed, the sound shocking her. She had thought 
he would have been frightened, but he wasn't, She 
watched him light a cigarette, and her mind darted in all 
directions. If he had found another woman, she had a 
powerful adversary, Then she despised herself for thinking 
like a female, He owed his living to her, not to another 
woman, 

Hugh caught a motion out of the corner of his eye and 
he turned his head. The cat was stalking him again. Belly 
against the floor, the cat rippled its shoulder muscles as it 
reached out one slow, slinking step after another, 

"Clarise," he said, "if it bites me again, I'll kick its 
head off.” 

Startled, she scooped up the cat. What had come over 
the man, she wondered. He had never spoken so perempt- 
orily to her. 

There was no point in prolonging this interlude, Hugh 
thought wearily. Aloud, he said, “Clarise, I’m leaving. This 
is my last day. I thought it only fair that I wait until you 
returned from your cruise." 

She tossed the cat to the floor. His defiance, she thought, 
had taken the form of a threat, Her face was deceptively 
tranquil. “Why?” she asked. He would beg her forgive- 
ness, she vowed, before she let him out of this room, Then, 
before he had a chance to reply, her temper flared and 
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she said, “You're fired.” That would hammer him to his 
knees, she crowed to herself. 

Observing the rapid rise and fall of her breast, he said, 
“You're not dressed to say that, Clarise. Go put on your 
business suit." 

She had a momentary flip of fear. He wasn’t going to 
crawl at all, she knew, Finally she said, “If you leave 
here, you'll fall flat on your face." 

Wiis face darkened. “You'd like to believe that, wouldn’t 
you?” he said. 

Deciding on another tack, she lowered her lashes to ap- 
pear demure, innocent, helpless. “You can’t leave me, 
Hugh,” she appealed. “What would I do?” 

She had an aptitude for chameleon changes of mood. 
“You just fired me,” he pointed out. 

She made an impatient gesture. “Oh, you know what 
that was. What are you after? More money? A bigger 
job? You know, of course, I was thinking of making you 
general manager of my hotel chain, Hugh.” 

He supposed she had intended that to turn him weak 
and trembling, to keep him awake nights for fear she 
might withdraw the offer. 

His laugh was unforced as he said, “Give it to Marvin 
Roister.” 

“That skinny ass,” she said contemptuously. Her in- 
credulousness knew mo bounds as she saw his original 
intention had not been qualified. 

He was actually planning on leaving. She felt a hollow 
in her stomach. 

If she were capable of loving a man, Hugh Barstow 
would be the one, Clarise knew, She asked feebly, “Where 
are you going?” He shrugged, having no wish to blue- 
print his moves. He was leaving the downtown part of the 
city for its outskirts, some eighteen miles away. He would 
have been happier had the distance between this woman 
and himself been further, He turned toward the door. 
“Shall I send Roister up?" he said. 
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She wanted to claw the man, but she concealed her 
fury. She made a last effort to hold him. She opened the 
negligee and shrugged it from her shoulders. She said, 
"Hugh. Look at me." Now let him. leave, if he could, she 
thought. 

He glanced back and she saw the color mottle his face. 
With a beguiling smile, she ran her hands over her thighs, 
up and across her belly, and then she shelved her fingers 
under her breasts—a lewd and sensual gesture, she knew, 
that should bring back many memories to him. 

His face was deeply flushed, She chuckled as she swayed 
toward him, 

He tried to immobilize her busy ferreting hands, but 
& man sworn to eternal celibacy would have had at least 
momentary difficulty in energizing resistance to the in- 
Sinuating Clarise. 

Hugh felt the pressure of her breasts against his chest 
and the slow working of her belly against him. He knocked 
a hand away and it came back. He didn’t want her, he kept 
insisting to himself, and he tried to adhere to that determi- 
nation. 

He jerked his right foot from the floor at the sudden, 
sharp sting in his ankle. That damned cat had bitten him 
again, he knew. He looked down and Big Bad was al- 
ready out of reach, But the effect of the cat's bite made 
4 powerful antidote against the charms of Clarise, 

He shoved her and she flailed her arms to catch her 
balance. But even then she was not convinced. Her smile 
was unshaken, 

Then his hand closed on the doorknob. 

“Hugh.” The sharpness to her tone made him wheel. 
Her face was streaked with tage. He saw that she was 
convinced now he was leaving. “You're not walking out 
on me,” she rasped. “PIL make you so damned sorry—" 

He said tiredly, "Ah, sure you will Clarise," and he 
closed the door behind him. He heard the crash of broken 
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glass and he supposed she had thrown something at the 
door. 

Actually, she had jerked Stanley Dutton's picture from 
the wall and hurled it to the floor, Stanley Dutton had 
been laughing at her. She had seen it on his two-dimen- 
sional lips. She had wanted to scream her rage, she had 
wanted to hook her claws in Hugh Barstow's face and 
rip. Hugh Barstow would more than regret his action; 
she promised herself that, and the intensity of her vow 
shook her. She could already taste the pleasure of the 
confirmation. 


Jt was ten o'clock before Hugh handed his keys to 
Roister. He leaned back in the desk chair and stretched. 
“It’s all yours now, Marv.” 

Marvin Roister was a thin, little man with a narrow, 
pinched face. He had a jumpy Adams apple and a manner 
of agitatedly rubbing his hands together. His shock at the 
news of Hugh's leaving had dissipated, and Roister's eager- 
ness to occupy Barstow's chair was evident. 

It had taken time for Hugh to check out everything to 
Roister. Now Hugh looked at him and had doubts about 
Roisters ability to take total managerial: responsibility. 
Roister had made a good assistant, as long as he had some- 
‘one behind him directing his every move. 

Hugh said, “Marv, treat the staff like human beings. 
They can make or break you.” 

Roister sniffed. “I’m going to change things around 
here,” he said. “Some of the staff have been getting away 
with murder.” 

Hugh sighed. It was then he could not avoid realizing 
Roister would not last sixty days. The staff would chop 
him up finer than fish bait. It would be a waste of words 
for Hugh to give Roister additional advice, Hugh stood 
up and said, "Luck, Marv. I think you're going to need it.” 

Roister said viciously, “I'm going to keep my job on 
ability. Not by being called into a bedroom.” 
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Hugh said hotly, “Why you snide little bastard.” 

He advanced a few steps, and Roister retreated into a 
corner, He threw up his hands and squealed, “Don’t you 
touch me or I'll ave you thrown out." 

His terror made Hugh grin. Yesterday, Roister had 
been bowing practically from his ankles whenever Hugh 
had issued an order. Now, Roister was threatening to have 
Hugh thrown out. The wonder of it was that he had picked 
Roister himself and had boosted him along whenever 
possible. Well, Hugh thought, there was no point in be- 
coming involved at this anticlimactic stage of the game. 

“Mary, I guess a man's entitled to pick a sour one oc- 
casionally," Hugh said. *You ought to last me for several 
years.” 

He shut the door behind him and felt absolutely no 
nostalgia. Then he stopped at his room to pick up his few 
remaining belongings. Before he left, he glanced about— 
and he could feel no regret whatever. 

But as he turned into the hall he did experience a 
certain relief that he had encountered no further trouble 
attendant on his resignation, He had expected Clarise to 
raise more hell, and he had not even had a phone call from 
her. He jeered at himself—he didn’t have the rating he had 
thought he had. 

There was no one at the lobby desk, which seemed 
odd, Hugh thought. But the absence of the desk clerk was 
no concern of his, He dropped his key on the desk and 
headed for the revolving doors, Outside, he abruptly 
Stopped. A group of people stood on the steps. Hugh felt 
his throat constrict—the night staff had gathered to wish 
him farewell, 

He saw waitresses and maids, cooks and bartenders, 

. busboys and bellhops. Even Sally, the switchboard girl, 
was here. For the moment, operations at the Carlton had 
been suspended, 

Some merely shook his hand and muttered, “So long,” 
Or "Good luck." Others wanted to know where he was 
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going and offered to go with him. Sally clung to his hand 
and burst into tears. 

Hugh wanted to say something appropriate, but he was 
so overcome that all he could manage was, "Thanks. Allof 
you made this hotel. Keep it running just as if it were 
yours. Keep—” 

Roister burst through the revolving doors, interrupting 
him. The man had all the puff marks of fighting off a 
stroke. “What are you people doing out here?" he 
screamed. “Get back to your posts immediately." 
Someone said, "Oh, go to hell." 

Roister peered about him. “who said that? I demand to 
know who said that.” 

‘They filed past him into the lobby without a word. 
Hugh gazed at Roister hopelessly, contemptuously. What 
a sorry creature Hugh had handed the hotel people. The 
former manager would never forgive himself. “Marv,” be 
said, “I hope you have a cemetery reservation—for that 
grave you just started digging for yourself.” 

Roister whirled and ran ‘back into the lobby. In his blind 
rage, he failed to see Clarise. That was a blunder, since no 
reason, Hugh was aware, was sufficient cause for ignoring 


her. 

She stared through the glass at Hugh, and he felt her 
hate. Her vanity had suffered an extremely severe blow, 
Hugh realized, and she would never let bygones be by- 
gones. He shrugged and strode toward the parking lot. He 
suspected she would pump the staff about his future where- 
abouts, but none of them would be able to tell her a thing. 
He unlocked the car, and a formidable bulk materialized 
at his elbow. He started and said irritably, "O'Brien, what. 
are you doing here?" 

The reek of whiskey reached him. The onetime Carlton 
bartender, whom Hugh had fired shortly after he had as- 
sumed the hotel's management, Was staggering drunk. It 
had not taken Hugh very long to discover that O'Brien 
. had been padding receipts and watering the whiskey for 
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his own profit. The dismissal of O'Brien alone had given 
the hotel a strong push toward the credit side of the ledger, 
But Hugh could think of no reason why O'Brien should 
have taken so long to re-establish contact, if rancor were 
his motive. 

When O'Brien spoke, his voice was thick and slurred. 
“Been waiting for you," he said. The man had a round, red 
face and bristly hair. He was already barreling at the waist, 
His jacket hung shapelessly from his slumped shoulders, 
and his trousers bagged as though they had never known 
a crease, 

“What do you want?” Hugh asked. 

“I dropped in for a drink," O'Brien said, running his 
words together. “I heard you were leaving the Carlton,” 

Hugh swore to himself: It seemed as if everyone was 
familiar with his program. "That's right," he said, “I’m 
all through here,” 

O'Brien's voice took on a whining note. "T haven't 
Worked steady since you fired me. The word got around, 
and all I can Bet is extra work,” 

Hugh felt a rising anger, O’Brien expected his inad- 
equacies to be borne by another, Still, Hugh thought, why 
express anger toward the man’s shortcomings? It wouldn't 
hurt to give O'Brien a little lift. Hugh pulled out his bill- 
Told, but O'Brien said with injured dignity, "This is no 
touch.” 

“What is it, then?” 

"Talk to Roister for me. Y learned my lesson, All I want 
is my job back.” 

It was possible, Hugh considered, that O'Brien was tell- 
ing the truth. If he was honest, he would be a fair bar- 
tender. If Hugh were still Tunning the Carlton, would he 
take O'Brien back? He decided he wouldn’t, on the grounds 
of O'Brien's general untrustworthiness, 

"I'd only hurt you,” Hugh finally said, “I just learned 
Roister hates my guts. He wouldn't listen to me. Why don’t 
you go in and talk to him yourself?” 





Ee 


WITCH WITH BLUE EYES 21 


O'Brien's face twisted. He said bitterly, “You lousy fink. 
You never forgive, do you?” 

‘The words hit Hugh hard, but the blow hit even harder 
while he was trying to find a suitable answer. It landed 
high on his head, knocking him against the car. Someone 
was playing a great carillon inside his skull. Lights skidded 
and exploded before his cyes, and he thought he might 
be down for the count. He slid down to one knee. He 
shook his head, trying to clear it. The bells were diminish- 
ing. 

“Get up," O'Brien said savagely. "I'm going to beat 
your head off." 

The voice came to Hugh from a long way off. Hugh 
stayed on the knee, waiting for strength to return. 

“On top of everything else, you're yellow," O'Brien said. 
Hugh used the knee as a springboard. His move caught 
O'Brien flat-footed. Hugh chopped the ex-barkeep in the 
belly. The blow pulled a sickly grunt out of O'Brien and 
doubled him over. O'Brien crossed his arms over his 
hurt belly and groaned. His jaw was wide open and Hugh 
swung. He landed high, but O'Brien sat down. 

Hugh's panting made his words jerky. “Don’t ever cross 
me again, O'Brien." 

O'Brien was not out. He tried to raise his head, but it 
lolled back. Nevertheless, he was not hurt so badly that 
he was unable to deliver a clear threat. “This isn’t over," 
he said, “I'll make you sorry for this.” 

Hugh turned from him. O'Brien wanted no more fight; 
he had just wanted to mouth some words, Hugh touched 
his forehead where a lump was forming. He climbed into 
his car and backed away. In the headlights’ beams he saw 
O’Brien raise himself to a crouch. The man stared at the 
lights, a malevolent hating on his face. 

Hugh turned the car and drove into the street, Every- 
one was telling he would be sorry. They were so right. He 
was sorry for the whole damned day. 
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RoIsTER quivered with rage as he slammed into his of- 
fice. Hugh Barstow had staged that demonstration, Roister 
was convinced, to humiliate him. He kicked the waste- 
paper basket and it rolled, papers scattering all over the 
carpet. He sat down behind the desk and glowered at the 
far wall, He thought of his two years of bowing and scrap- 
ing before Barstow, of taking his orders, of watching him 
handle people the wrong way. Relaxed handling invited 
sloppy behavior, Roister thought—the proof being that 
Someone dared tell the new manager to go to hell. 

He banged his fist on the desk. He would ascertain 
the culprit’s identity. He would grill each individual, using 
whatever method was necessary to gain the information. 
He swore at the spilled basket, He would have preferred to 
leave it for the porter to clean up in the morning, but he 
hated the sight of anything messy. 

He righted the basket and haunched about straighten- 
ing each crumpled sheet before he tossed it back into the 
wastebasket. Some of the papers were Barstow's personal 
correspondence, so that Roister read each letter. A man 
never knew, Roister told himself, when he might pick 
up handy information, But when he had tidied the room, 
he found he was without a scrap of usable knowledge. He 
sat down, trying to compose himself, but a gnawing 
fear gave him the jitters. Barstow had said Roister was 
the new manager, but he had heard nothing from Suite 
Seven Thirty-two to make it official. Until Clarise Dutton 
informed him of his new status, Roister walked a tight- 
rope. How he hated that woman and her hipcocked gait. 

22 
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He avoided her all he could. Her brilliant blue eyes read 
every thought in his head. 

He pounded his fist in his palm. He felt he absolutely 
had to be the new manager. Barstow had quit without 
notice. Clarise Dutton hadn't bad time to pick anyone else, 
he thought. She's got to give me à chance, he told himself. 
frantically. 

He wondered if he should go up to her suite and he 
decided it would be best to wait for her call. He scowled 
at the phone, If he only knew the nature of her thinking. 
It was obvious to Roister how Barstow had been success- 
ful with her. It hadn’t been because of Barstow's execu- 
tive ability. Everybody in the hotel had been aware of 
what had been going on in that suite. Sex would not be 
Roister’s way. His would be a strict business approach to 
Mrs, Dutton, and she would appreciate it after awhile. 

His face felt hot and he raised a hand to it. His blood 
always coursed more strenuously when he thought of 
Clarise Dutton. Those severely tailored suits she wore 
could not hide the fact that she was big-breasted woman. 
How would she look undressed? he wondered, Barstow 
would know—the Barstows of the world had everything 
their way. 

He contrasted Clarise with his slat-thin, frigid wife who 
called him a beast whenever he wanted her. He winced as 
he thought of the abuse he suffered after each occasion he 
and his wife had intercourse, 

He thought gloomily—nothing had ever shaped easy 
for Marvin Roister. He remembered the hard hours of 
working by day and attending night school to study hotel 
management. He was ten years older than Barstow, yet 
Barstow had been the manager, and Roister had had to 
take the orders. Life had a habit of grinding a heel into 
the Marvin Roisters, he felt, and he all but wept with 
self-pity. 

He jumped as the phone rang. His hand shook, His 
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mouth was dry as he said into the phone, "Mr. Roister 
speaking.” 

“Will you come up here, please?” 

Then he heard the phone click, She had not said who 
she was, nor had she waited for his acknowledgment of 
the order, but he was determined not to crawl to her, 
Nevertheless, he knew he would crawl, He would do any- 
thing to keep this job. 

He stood up and smoothed his coat. He walked to the 
mirror and ran his hand over his thinning hair, He had a 
big, lurching hollow where his stomach should have been. 

He left the office and stepped into the elevator. He said 
"Seven." 

The night operator gave no sign he was aware of Rois- 
ter’s presence. 

Roister snapped, "Didn't you hear me?” 

“Yes, sir," the man said woodenly, 

“Then acknowledge it.” 

“Seven, sir,” the man said in the same flat voice, 

Roister glared at the back of the operator's head. Bar- 
stow must have spent most of the day turning them against 
him, Roister thought. 

He stepped off the elevator and headed down the hall. 
He cursed the peculiar unsteadiness of his knees, 

His knock sounded timid, He raised his knuckles to try 
again. The door opened, and he stood there with his hand 
in the air, 

He knew he appeared foolish. He said desperately, 
“Mrs. Dutton, we're all so glad you're back, We have 
missed—" He stopped with a gasp. 

The light was behind her. She wore a transparent night- 
gown and translucent robe. His wife—he could not help 
but make the contrast—wore shapeless cotton gowns win- 
ter and summer. The bodice of Mrs. Dutton’s gown was 
lace—he could see her breasts, and the nipples with their 
rosettes, A roaring sounded through Roister’s head, 

She studied him, She tried to calculate how loyal he 
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was to Hugh Barstow. Could she shake whatever loyalty 
Roister did have? By the look of him, she thought she 
could. 

She said, “Come in.” 

He followed her into the room, and his eyes could fol- 
low the lines of her legs clear up to the swelling curve of 
her haunches. Roister felt slightly dizzy, and he wished 
his stomach would reorient. 

She faced him and said, “You know about Mr. Bar- 
stow?” 

He hoped he had the proper gravity. “He didn’t tell me 
until the last minute,” he said. Surely, he thought, that 
muted complaint was judicious. “We're all going to miss 
him.” 

She stared at him. He wished he knew what she was 
thinking. Then she asked abruptly, “Would you like a 
drink?” 

He felt some relief. He thought that the offering of a 
drink might mean his business relationship with her was 
fairly secure. There was no doubt he needed a drink. Un- 
steadily, he sat down in the nearest chair. “Bourbon and 
water, if you have it,” he said squeakily. Trying to consoli- 
date his position, he continued, “I don’t want you worrying; 
Mrs. Dutton. I've trained an efficient staff. Mr. Barstow's 
going won't be noticed at all.” He wished she would talk. 
She made the drink and handed him his glass. She bent 
over, the bodice of the nightgown falling away. He could 
see all the way to her waist. He very nearly dropped the 
glass. 

Clarise Dutton kept studying him. He shifted nervously. 
He drained his glass. The whiskey hit his stomach like a 
fist. But then he felt as if he were floating on a warm sea. 

She refilled his glass and he drank it. He would have 
emptied the bottle if she had handed it to him. He was 
high above the world now, and there was a deep blue all 
around him, the color flowing from her eyes, He was 
drowning in them. 
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She asked, "Roister, how well did you like Barstow?” 

“Just fine,” he mumbled. “Never a disagreement,” 

“Don't lie to me. No man ever liked his superior that 
much. I fired him." 

Her words penetrated his foggy thoughts, and he lifted 
his head. He could see the venom in her eyes, “I hated 
him,” he blurted. 

She nodded. “I thought so,” she said, 

She swirled toward him, and he was frightened, Had 
she tricked him into making a foolish admission? He tried 
to concentrate. Was she going to use it against him? Then, 
curiously, she was on his lap, and he had no idea of how 
she had managed that. Could it have been Possible that 
he had reached up and pulled her down? Simply the idea 
of such an action terrified him. 

She took his face between her hands and stared at it. 
She could bind this little man to her forever and pleasure 
herself in the doing, she mused. She recognized a certain 
hunger in a man’s eyes when she saw it, and she recog- 
nized her own response. She had missed Barstow more 
than she had cared to admit to herself. The last two 
months of the cruise had left her bored and restless, She 
had planned on this night with Barstow, and then—a 
wave of hating rose in her, Well, she considered, this little 
Roister looked unprepossessing, but no one could really 
predict the essential talents of a rooster by virtue of its 
crow, 

She plastered her mouth against his. Marvin Roister 
remotely decided he wasn't going to have a breath left in 
him if she didn't stop. 

At last she raised her head and murmured, “Where did 
Barstow go?” 

His head was soggy with Clarise Dutton and whiskey, 
but he finally managed to mumble angrily, “I don't know. 
He never told me anything.” He wanted her mouth back 
to ride against his. 

Her fingertips tickled his chest. Then she squeezed 
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his right nipple between thumb and forefinger. But he was 
afraid to move. He had always dreamed of union with 
Clarise Dutton, but he was fearful that if he were too 
bold he might somehow repel her. 

She rose and regarded him speculatively, He was an 
odd one, she thought. He seemed to be in a trance. She 
was a little nettled—she had never encountered a man 
she had been unable to rouse. 

“This robe is too hot,” she said. The robe was gossam- 
er, and would have been suited for the tropics. But with a 
delicious movement she dropped it, and he could make 
out the booty of her body as plainly as an anatomy lesson. 

She returned to his lap, and somehow her right strap 
slipped from her shoulder. He stared, mesmerized, at her 
exposed breast, and then he groaned deep in his throat 
as he bent forward to kiss it. Her nails dug into the back 
of his head. 

She said, "That's better. I was beginning to think Td 
lost something." 

He pushed the other strap over her shoulder and the 
gown fell to her waist. The best girlie calendar jn the 
world had never looked like this, he knew. Then he tried 
to ride the gown over her hips, but she shook her head. 
“Jt goes the other way,” she said, She shrugged her arms 
back through the straps and he drew the gown up and 
over her head. He thought he would explode. He wanted 
to carry hér into the bedroom, and he lurched to his feet. 

Hugh Barstow would have picked her up and carried 
her, Clarise knew, but she would have had to believe in 
miracles to let Roister make such an attempt. "I'll walk," 
she said sardonically. 

He followed her to the bed. He thought he noticed a cat 
blinking at him, but he dismissed the picture, believing the 
drinks to have been responsible. He was now sure his 
senses were all awry, and altogether undependable. 

He untied his shoes and kicked them across the floor. 
His fingers were clumsy, bumbling things. She reached up 
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and undid his belt and zipper. He heard the jingle of coins 
and keys in his pocket as his trousers plopped to the 
floor, He was a man now, he crowed to himself. He was 
as good as any man—yes, as good as Hugh Barstow him- 
self. 


Clarise Dutton wiggled her fingers. Her lips rotated in 
Obscene invitation, Grunting like a pig approaching a 
trough, he sank to her... 


Roister’s breathing was just beginning to return to 
normal. He had ridden a runaway roller coaster, and the 
air had been filled with giant skyrockets, zooming and 
exploding about his head. He gazed at her, his eyes filling 
with warm, misty gratitude. Still, he felt a touch of anxiety 
—had he been all right? had he pleased her? 

Clarise was familiar with the expression, and disgusted 
with it and him—he had acted as though this had been his 
first experience. Her first impression of him had been cor- 
rect. He was a skinny-assed man. He had been trying to 
drive a spike with a tack hammer, Nevertheless, he might 
be useful to her in the future. Not sexually, she thought 
with a sudden violence, But there were other ways. And 
he was as securely tied to her as though she had draped 
loop after loop of rope around him, 

“Where did Barstow go?” she asked again. 

The fact that the question had been repeated never so 
much as nicked him with annoyance—he was that eager 
to please. “I don't know," he said, “I'll try to find out.” 

She shrugged, satisfied he did not know. She had no 
doubts that she could have asked him his most sacred 
secret and that he would have instantly divulged it. “That’s 
all, Roister.” She said, “I'll call when I want you.” 

His face numbed. “But—” 

“That's all,” she said, 

Dazed, he began dressing. He wanted to scream at her, 
and he did not dare. Scream that she could not push him. 
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out now, not after those minutes, She had given herself to 
him, she lay naked before him. She had no more rights, 
he insisted to himself. He should pounce on her and use 
brute force, if. necessary. The audacity of the idea put a 
trembling in his legs. 

He knotted his tie and said, “Mrs, Dutton?” 

She glanced impatiently at him, His hangdog look ir- 
ritated her. 

His eyes implored her. "What am I going to do?" he 
said. 

“About what?” 

“About the hotel.” 

“Run it.” She would let him run it, she considered, 
until he fouled up something. 

His face lit up. It was official, he told himself. The job 
was his. There would be other nights like this. She needed 
aman. 

He was going to express his gratitude, and she was so 
bored she could howl. “Get out, Roister," she said. 

He turned to leave as the Siamese cat strolled into the 
room. It sat down a few feet away, its stare fixed on him. 

“what a beautiful animal, Mrs. Dutton,” he said. “I've 
always admired him.” A sure way to win appreciation, his 
manual of conventions informed him, was to notice a 
person's pets. When nothing else touched them, that did. 
He stretched out a hand toward the cat. 

“Don’t touch him,” she warned—too late. 

A forepaw sneaked out faster than the eye could follow 
and Roister yelped as four needle points sliced through 
his flesh. He stared with horror at the reddening lines on 
the back of his hand. 

“when he wants to be petted,” she said dryly, “he'll ask 
for it.” 

The admonition, Roister understood at once, had a 
double meaning. His hand stung and he wanted to moan 

with pain. Two pairs of blue eyes now stared at him. He 
felt more than a little rocky. 
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"Yes, Mrs. Dutton," he said, and he fled for the door, 
He had known her as intimately as a man could know a 
woman, and still he had called her Mrs. Dutton. 


HuGH was certain he was going to dislike his future fa- 
ther-in-law. With the wedding little more than an hour 
off, Sidney Tomlinson insisted on talking business, 

“You have the check with you, my boy?” Tomlinson 
asked, 

Hugh could write the check in a matter of seconds. 
Twenty-five thousand dollars would buy him forty-nine 
Percent of the Snug Haven Motel. The Motel consisted 
of one hundred units, a restaurant and lounge, a gift shop, 
a swimming pool and ten acres of ground, Hugh could 
not contest that the Snug Haven complex was a terrific 
buy. 4 

“I thought we'd complete the deal when I returned," 
Hugh said. i 

Tomlinson had considerable antipathy toward Hugh 
and he made no effort to conceal it. Edie Tomlinson 
had shown astonishing stubborness in insisting she would 
marry Hugh with or without her parents’ consent. She was 
twenty-one, and her parents had no instrument with which 
to interfere. Tomlinson had tried to persuade her to 
Postpone the wedding for a year, but she had refused to 
entertain the notion of delay. Her father continued to be 
Scandalized at the idea of her marriage to a man she had 
known for only four months, 

Tomlinson said, "Wouldn't it be better to get the busi- 
ness off our minds now?" His lips smiled at Hugh, but his 
eyes did not—they were cold and filled with dislike. When 
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Tomlinson had found he could not change his daughter's 
mind, he had used rough talk with Hugh, bandying about 
such terms as fortune hunter and opportunist. Hugh had 
shut up the older man by saying, “I’m offering twenty- 
five thousand for Edie’s forty-nine percent in Snug Hayen.” 

Hugh was aware of Tomlinson's doubt concerning 
Hugh's finances. He had the twenty-five thousand dollars, 
however, although parting with it would strip him pretty 
clean, But that amount was buying him close to a half in- 
terest in property worth more than a hundred thousand, 
Under the right management that property could become 
even more valuable, Hugh had judged. The motel sat on a 
busy highway just beyond the city limits. Its lodging ac- 
commodations should attract tourists, and the restaurant 
and lounge should draw city trade. Hugh smiled inwardly 
as he thought how scandalized Tomlinson would have 
been had he known how Hugh had acquired his purchase 
money. For Tomlinson was a pious man, and he fought 
sin with the zeal of an early martyr. 

About five years ago Hugh had hit a high-rolling poker 
game for eight thousand dollars. He had been wise enough 
to run like a frightened rabbit, realizing that nights like 
that rarely came along for amateur poker players. He 
had avoided every lure to draw him back into the game. 
He had invested the money in real estate, a twelve acre 
buy out in the country that had proved to be touched with 
fortune, Last year, one of the big mail-order houses had 
wanted the land for a warchouse. The mail-order people 
had wanted the plot badly enough to pay Hugh the price 
he had asked for it. 

Hugh looked bleak as he watched Tomlinson pull pa- 
pers from his pocket. The younger man still thought buy- 
ing into the Snug Haven Motel was wise, He simply did 
not like the timing. ` 

Tomlinson was a lean, cadaverous man with sunken 
cheeks and great, bushy eyebrows that joined over a beak 
of nose. In his formal attire he resembled an undertaker 
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advertising for business, He had a habit of alternating one 
hand over the other without quite rubbing the hands to- 
gether but giving the impression of being about to do so. 
Anyone addicted to hand-rubbing would have been driven 
thoroughly mad by Tomlinson's gesture. 

Hugh glanced through the papers Tomlinson handed 
him. Nothing had been altered. The papers had been 
drawn as per mutual agreement. Hugh would own forty- 
nine percent, and Glen Tomlinson, Edie's brother, would 
own forty-nine percent. The old man would retain two 
percent, a provision Hugh thoroughly disapproved of, but 
there was nothing he could do about it. As the senior 
Tomlinson explained it, he wanted that small percentage 
only to keep his hand in. He had build Snug Haven from a 
few units to this sprawling establishment. He wanted his 
children to have the property, but he also felt he should 
continue to express more than a sentimental interest in it. 
That Tomlinson two percent, Hugh had realized, could 
make for a formidable club. The pivot became Glen Tom- 
linson and how he saw the management of the Snug Ha- 
ven operation. Hugh had not become sufficiently intimate 
with his future brother-in-law to be able accurately to ap- 
praise him. Hugh could sense resentment from Glen, but 
what could be more natural, considering the precipitate- 
ness of Hugh's marrying into the family. Time and Hugh’s 
sincerity should wipe away Glen’s resentment, Hugh 
hoped. But if, before then, the old man wanted to inter- 
fere in the running of the motel complex, in opposition to 
Hugh, and Glen voted his stock with his father’s, Hugh 
might find himself out on a very thin limb. 

But the die had been cast. Hugh made out the check 
and scrawled his signature on the papers, He was in love, 
he wanted-to get married, In the blinding brilliance of 
the day all disturbing factors faded. 

Tomlinson scrutinized the check and then carefully 
placed it in his billfold. He looked at his watch and said, 
“We'd better be going, my boy.” 
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Hugh had a thousand doubts as he waited at the altar 
for Edie Tomlinson. It was to be a formal wedding, and 
the church was packed. Hugh had argued against a for- 
mal ceremony, but he had finally yielded to his fiancee. 

"It's for Mother, Hugh," she had said. "I'd rather just 
slip away with you. You know that." Her big, candid 
eyes swallowing him, her fragrance filling his head, he 
tended to believe anything she uttered. 

But the white devils of doubt were prodding him at the 
altar now. And, more, he sensed there might be something 
closing in on him. He felt as though a million eyes were 
analyzing and weighing him, and the eyes were accusing 
him of not being good enough for Edie. He wished he 
could loosen his collar. Did every man, Hugh wondered, 
waiting at an altar have these doubts? Did every prospec- 
tive bridegroom feel something closing in on him? And did 
each man about to be married have to fight a rising de- 
sire to flee? 

Tn a front pew, Edie's mother sobbed into her handker- 
chief, and an aunt patted the parent consolingly on a 
shoulder. 

Glen stood beside Hugh, and Hugh’s glance beseeched 
his support. Glen looked through him. It had been a mis- 
take, Hugh decided, to pick Glen as his best man, but 
Hugh had done so to please Edie. Glen's eyes, to Hugh, 
seemed also to have an accusatory glint. Glen was four 
years older than his sister, He resembled his mother— 
his face round, pink and cherubic. His body had begun 
to thicken. His small hands were pink and chubby, and 
his blue eyes ordinarily owned a vagueness and confusion 
that seemed to complain the world was moving too fast 
for him. 

As far as Hugh was concerned, the world was moving 
too fast for him as well. He could hear the snap of the 
trap, and his wild desire to flee cee No woman, 
he thought, was worth this, no— 

Then the muted strains of the wedding ants filled the 
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church, and Hugh gazed up the aisle. He saw Edie gliding 
toward him, her hand on her father's arm. He saw the 
radiance in her face, the serene, sure knowledge in her 
eyes. No doubts were plaguing her, of that Hugh was cer- 
tain. She knew what she wanted. 

His panic vanished. A tiny smile played about his 
mouth. It was odd, he thought, how many times a man 
could wrongly think he was in love. But when the genuine 
article appeared, a man recognized it with an utter sure- 
ness that could not be denied. And, too, when a man won 
his beloved, he could accept her family. Now Hugh knew 
swelling pride and a great humbleness. He felt himself a 
man touched by uncommon fortune, 


Hugh seated himself beside Edie on Flight Eighteen 
to New Orleans and he reached for her hand. She evad- 
ed it and asked, “Shouldn’t we act like old married people 


and fool everyone?” 

He grinned. “We'll pretend we're going to our golden 
wedding anniversary,” he said. “No one will ever guess.” 

She had had a dewy freshness that had not wilted, and 
a radiant smile that had never faltered during the long, 
tedious hours of the reception, But now he thought he 
detected faint shadows under her eyes. 

“Young lady,” he said, “you're going to sleep until noon 
tomorrow.” 

She had long, curling lashes that effectively reduced a 
man's defenses, She murmured, “I hadn’t planned on get- 
ting out of bed for the next week. Of course, if you want 
to change those plans—” Imps danced in her eyes. 

He said huskily, “Edie,” and the aching sweetness of 
his longing was in his voice. 

She leaned. over and kissed him on the mouth, “I want 
everyone to know we're just married," she said. “I hired 
the pilot to write it in the sky. I want every woman to 
envy me." 
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He reached for her hand again and she fiercely met his 
grip. The wonder of her touch flowed through him. She 
leaned her head against the back of the seat, and he stud- 
ied the long, lovely line of her throat, She was a gray- 
eyed brunette, beautifully molded from head to toe, Her 
skin was ivory in color and had the texture of fine silk. 
Her eyes were half closed in dreamy contemplation of 
some picture only she could see, and they were set on a 
faint slant, That gave her the enigmatic look of the Far 
East. He thought soberly, I'll always be trying to unlock 
the mystery of her. It would be a life-time job, and he was 
content, 

She asked abruptly, “Hugh, when did you know?” 

He knew what she meant, “The first night,” he said. 
“At Morrie’s cocktail party.” He had not wanted to attend 
that party. He had been bored and restless, and he had 
supposed it had been because he had been missing Clarise. 
It was hard to think of Clarise at all now. He had been 
opposed to her going on that cruise, but her sailing had 
been the best thing that had ever happened to him. The 
interlude had provided him with the opportunity of meet- 
ing Edie—and a whole new vista had opened up before 
him. 
“I did, too,” she said. “Tell me about it.” 

“Do you remember the song, Some Enchanted Eve- 
ning?” he said. She nodded again. “It goes,” he continued, 
“like this. ‘... you will see a stranger. You will see her 
laughing. They wrote that song for me, Edie, I looked 
across the room, and you were laughing. The roof fell in 
on me.” 

“T stopped laughing when I saw you," she said. “Some- 
thing squeezed my heart very hard, And I thought, there's 
my man. I'll follow him wherever he goes." She gave him 
a sweep of her lashes. “You know,” she added, “you 
wouldn’t have had to marry me.” 

He said with mock dismay, “Now you tell me.” 

They were on a cloud, their own cloud, but he could 
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not help thinking of her family. “We should have picked 
out our own house," he said. 

Her father had built two houses on the motel grounds. 
"They were good houses, constructed of brick, and imita- 
tion Tudor in architecture; they would solidly endure for 
a long time to come. Big elm trees shaded the lawns. 
Tomlinson had given one house to Glen and one to Edie. 
The old man had wanted his children to live side by side 
even after they had reached maturity. The whole inten- 
tion had been a sentimental one, Hugh thought, and senti- 
mentality could be a cloying, suffocating state of affairs. 

Hugh could not be sure of her emotion when she re- 
sponded, “Don’t you like the house?" 

“T like it, sure,” he said. Seven rooms was a lot of 
house, Hugh thought, more than he could really afford at 
the moment. It was a beautiful gift, he realized, and here 
he was poking and prying for cavities, like a suspicious 
dentist, “I just wish it weren't so close to your brother's,” 

The pixy mischief danced in her eyes. “We have drapes 
at every window,” she said. “If they’re not heavy enough, 
TII buy new ones.” Her eyes sobered. “Oh, darling, don’t 
you see? You never had a family. Now you have one." 

True, Hugh reflected, a man couldn't go to a tailor and 
order a family. He had to take them as they came off 
the ready-made rack. His tone took on a guarded note. 
“Glen resents me,” he said. 

“He'll change, Give him a chance,” she said. Then she 
placed her hand over his. “Try to understand him. Glen's 
sensitive. He used to boss me when we were little. I grew 
older and slipped from under his thumb. It didn't leave. 
him anyone to boss. Father's always been hard on him, 
I don't remember Glen ever standing up to him. I guess 
Glen learned a long time ago it was easier to go along 
with rather than to buck him." 

And the old man holds two percent, Hugh thought 
morosely, It was such a small figure. But if there were 
ever disputes with respect to policy decisions, the old 
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man's two percent could be used as a club against Hugh. 
What had he mired himself in, he speculated. 

“This must be the plane the Wright Brothers built,” 
Edie broke into Hugh’s forebodings. 

He put her family out of his head. He had never heard 
of a person making a penny by borrowing trouble, He 
had two weeks of rapture ahead. He was not going to let 
anything spoil it. He asked gravely, “Shall I get out and 
push?” 

A rosy tinge was in her face. But her voice was steady 
enough. “It might help,” she said. 


It was eight in the evening when they stepped into the 
elevator in the Roosevelt Hotel. Hugh had asked her if 
she were hungry, and she had replied, “Not now.” 

The elevator rose to the twelfth floor. There was enough 
time for thoughts to filter into one's mind. It was terrify- 
ing, Hugh thought, how in this moment before complete 
intimacy two people could be strangers. He wondered 
what doubts were pulling at Edie. 

He walked down the hall beside her, glancing at her 
sober face out of the corner of his eye. 

The bellhop brought the luggage into the room and 
Hugh tipped him, The man said, “If there’s anything 
else—” 

“Not a thing,” Hugh said, edging him out of the room. 

Edie stood in the center of the room, gravely watching 
him. “Hugh,” she said, and she ran into his arms, Her 
mouth was sweetness, then a leaping, demanding flame 
that seared him. This is the way it would always be, he 
vowed, 

He lifted his head and held her at arm's length, “Are 
you sure you aren't hungry?" he said. 

“Are you complaining?” 

“No,” he said, His voice picked up emphasis. "Good 
God, no." 
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She pressed a light kiss upon his lips. “Give me a few 
minutes, Hugh.” She opened one of her bags, picked out 
a garment, and she closed the bathroom door behind her. 

He stood rooted for a moment, then he moved about 
the room, turning out all the lamps except one. He opened 
his bag, found his pajamas, and then he slowly undressed. 
He hung his clothes in a closet, put on the pajama pants 
and he was reaching for the coat when he heard the bath- 
room door open. 

She stood framed in an oblong of light. She wore a 
filmy nightgown, and her hands touched her shoulders, 

She looked at him and removed her hands. The gown 
fell to the floor—she had only been holding the garment 
before her. “It seemed such a waste of time to put it on,” 
she said. 

She waited there proudly for his inspection. Her breasts 
were small but high. A comparison struck him, Clarise 
was much more lush, but her breasts were already notice- 
ably sagging, and each year their weight would pull hard- 
er on the supporting muscles. Hugh swore at himself 
Tor having thought of the contrast—the past was a mali- 
cious projectionist, flashing embarrassing pictures on the. 
Screen of a man's mind at the most inopportune times. 
And by a powerful effort of will, Hugh eliminated the 
picture of Clarise. 

In the dim light of the corner lamp he could trace the 
flaring of Edie's waist into the fullness of her hips that in 
turn diminished to the long, tapering lines of her thighs. 
She might have been a statue as she stood there, her arms 
partially raised to him. 

He said in awe, "My God. You are beautiful." 

She ran to him, and he felt the push of her breasts 
against the bare flesh of his chest. She murmured against. 
his throat, *Am I shameless, Hugh? I wanted to come to. 
you this way." 

“You are a hussy. My wives are always hussies. It's the 
one qualification I insist upon." 
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Her laughter, its notes as fragile as fine crystal, hung in 
the air. “And you are dressed formally," she said. Her 
fingers fumbled at the waist band of his pajama pants, 
and then he stepped out of the garment, proud that no 
flab bulged his waist, and that his muscles were still firm. 
She looked at him and sighed. 

He picked her up and carried her to the bed. The mag- 
ic alchemy that united two people was here—he knew that 
before the moment even arrived, When the moment did 
arrive, the union of Edie and Hugh brought sweetness 
and release . . , 


He lay beside her, not touching her. But he would 
touch her again and again. He would never have enough 
of touching her. Her eyes were closed, and he saw the 
rise and fall of her breasts. But she was not asleep, Edie 
was merely struggling to keep from leaving paradise. 


Hugh felt cleansed and revitalized. He loved the girl 
more than he had a few minutes before, if that were pos- 
sible. It might have been a schoolboy wish, but he wished 
he had never touched another woman. 

“Edie,” he said. 

She opened her eyes and propped herself up on an el- 
bow. “Ho, boy,” she said. “I knew. I knew the moment 
I saw you it would be like this. We waited an awfully 
long time.” 

He grinned. They had waited four months. Then his 
grin faded. “Edie,” he said, “a man knocks around until 
he finds the girl he’s made for. He does some crazy 
things.” He had the vague idea that some kind of a con- 
fession might blot out the past. 

She touched a finger to his lips. “We start from this 
moment,” she said. “What we did before is of no concern 
to either of us.” 

For a moment, jealousy thrashed about in his mind— 
he knew she was not virginal. But water purified itself by 
traveling a short distance through the earth, Hugh re- 
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membered, Perhaps the body was like that; perhaps it 
purified itself by traveling a short distance through life, 
or through one's love of another human being. His jeal- 
ousy began to fade. Hugh felt something now very clearly 
—Edie was virginal to him. 


4 


IT had been only ten days since Hugh’s two weeks of 
paradise in New Orleans, but it seemed to him as if an eon 
had passed. He had been preoccupied with making the 
Snug Haven complex as efficient an operation as possible. 
Profits were substantial, but they had remained relatively 
at the same level for too long a period. Hugh Barstow 
was a canny enough businessman to know that if an 
enterprise were to continue successfully, its profits had to 
show a steady upward curve. His first step toward this 
end had been to ferret out the free-loaders. And he was 
finding them. As a matter of fact, he had just stormed into 
the motel office after firing a dishonest employee. 

Glen Tomlinson sat behind his desk, filing his finger- 
nails, His feet rested on a stack of paper work. “What’s 
chewing on you?” he asked indifferently. 

“I just fired Pete,” Hugh said. 

Glen's heels hit the floor. "Pete?" he said incredulously. 
“In the filling station? Why?” 

^I caught him cheating the customers. He was shorting 
them on oil they bought." 

The red of anger was creeping past Glen’s collar. “You 
can't do that," he said. "Pete and I went to high school 
together. We played on the same teams," 

“Rah, rah,” Hugh said sourly. 

Glen’s anger spread. His face resembled a tropical sun- 
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set. "You've got to give him another chance," he said 
tightly. “I'll talk to him. I'll straighten him out.” 

“You won't straighten him out. He's a cheat.” 

“What makes you so goddamned almighty?” Glen 
shouted. “He wasn’t cheating us.” 

“Is that your standard?” Hugh asked softly. “Cheat 
the customer but not us?” 

Glenn said wildly, “You know I didn’t mean that.” 

“You said it.” 

“You twist everything I say. Nobody can talk to you, 
You come in here and start firing everybody. I'll talk to 
Dad. He'll straighten you out.” 

Hugh moved until he was within arm's length of Glen. 
He saw the furtive darting in Glen's cyes, the seeking of 
cover. Hugh stabbed his forefinger into Glen’s chest. “You 
tell him. Tell him I fired a cheat. And if you’ve packed 
the payroll with more of your cheating friends, I'll fire 
them, too. You tell the staff that. If they steal a dime 
and are caught, they’re out. From now on, you don’t hire 
anybody unless I approve. Now go on. Run to the old man. 
Tell him you hired a bunch of petty thieves. Then we'll all 
sit down and have a good talk." 

“Well,” Glen said, and he stopped. “Well,” he said 
again. "Maybe Pete was off base. But I'll be watching you. 
You make one mistake—” He closed the door on the rest 
of it as he quit the office. 

Hugh sighed and sat down at his desk. He stared mood- 
ily at the door. He had intended to keep the hostility be- 
tween Glen and himself under cover, but it was best that it 
be out in the open, Hugh grinned bleakly. From now on 
each of his moves would be reported on lavishly to the 
senior Tomlinson. 

The next item on Hugh’s agenda was the motel kitchen. 
He had eaten a few excellent meals prepared by the motel 
kitchen, but the greater number had been execrable. It had 
not seemed as if the same chef had cooked them all. Hugh 
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picked up the phone and asked to be connected with Henri 
Ferrar, the chef, whose accented voice quickly answered. 

"Henri," Hugh said, “if you're free for a few minutes, 
Pd like you to come into the office." 

French blood ran strongly in Ferrar's veins. He was 
excitable and suspicious. "Why?" he demanded. 

“I just want to talk to you,” Hugh said patiently. He 
would put up with temperament, if the man produced. 

Ferrar stalked into the office and slammed the door be- 
hind him. “I quit,” he shouted. “You cannot fire me.” 

He was a pudgy, little man with a round, moist face. He 
had thinning hair he arranged slicked across his scalp. 
Hugh had the feeling Ferrar could be one hell of a cook 
if he were handled properly. 

“Who's firing you?” Hugh said. “Sit down.” 

Ferrar shook his head determinedly. “I quit anyway. I 
am tired of lies and broken promises.” 

“Tell me about it.” Hugh did not have to pretend in- 
terest, 

Henri shrugged. “I am only a number in a long line of 
cooks. What difference does it make if I go or stay?” 

“A lot of difference to me. I've eaten some damn good 
meals you've prepared." 

Henri thrust his head forward. He looked like a belli- 
gerent bantam rooster. “All of them were good?” 

“No,” Hugh said, “some were terrible.” 

Henri grunted. “At least, I am talking to an honest 
man,” he said. 

“They say,” Henri exploded, “they say I have the free 
hand in the kitchen. That I order what I need,” He waved 
his hands wildly. “Lies. All lies. If I order what I know 
makes the meal good, it is substituted. Always substituted 
for something cheaper. I am not cooking food. I am cook- 
ing pennies and nickles.” 

“Who does the substituting?” 

“Glen, What does he know—” 

Hugh waved him quiet. “What would you say,” he said, 
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“if I told you that you could have a free hand in the 
kitchen—to order, to prepare, to serve?” 

Henri tried to glare at him, but he was unable to conceal 
the glow in his eye. “You mean that?” 

Hugh thrust his hand across the desk. “I mean it,” he 
said gravely. 

‘The pudgy little hand pressed Hugh's. "You will not be 
sorry,” Henri said. 

Hugh grinned. “There’s just one thing,” he said, 

Henri threw up his hands, "Hah. 1 knew it. Now come 
the restrictions." 

Hugh pointed a finger at him. "If every meal isn't ex- 
cellent, I'll personally come out there and skin you,” he 
said. x 
Henri’s expression was scornful. “The meals I cook, you 
will not get close enough to touch me.” 

Hugh heard Henri’s offbeat singing long after the door 
closed. The next time Hugh saw Glen, Hugh decided, he 
would have to order him to stay out of the kitchen. Hugh 
would have also have to relieve the younger Tomlinson of 
food-purchasing. 

Hugh reflected that his brother-in-law might shortly 
have nothing much to do except to be in charge of the 
rest rooms. The idea delighted Hugh. 

For the next few days he ate a number of his meals 
in the motel restaurant, The improvement was immediate. 
There were too many empty tables in the restaurant, but 
that condition would change, Hugh confidently predicted— 
it would not take long for word to be bruited about where 
one could find good food. The food bills also took a sub- 
stantial rise. Hugh felt as if somebody had kicked him in 
the stomach when he rifled through the first week's in- 
voices. He glanced across the office, and Glen was watch- 
ing him. A malicious triumph had stolen over Glen's face. 
Undoubtedly, Hugh thought, Glen was storing up some 
juicy items to relay to the old man. 

But the restaurant receipts jumped before the second 
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week was out and they showed improvement daily. Glen 
shuffled about with a sullen face. The ax he had been hon- 
ing for Hugh’s neck was becoming duller every day. 

Hugh then turned his attention to the motel rental units. 
He insisted they be maintained with scrupulous cleaniness, 
and after he had fired several slovenly cleaning maids, the 
others read the handwriting on the wall. He was rapidly 
earning the reputation of a first-rate martinet, but it could 
not be helped now. After the establishment was in 
smooth order, he would be able to put away his whip. He 
no more liked to fire a person than the next man. He felt 
a sickness in his own stomach when he saw the sickness 
in the eyes of the discharged employees—but what the 
hell else could he do? If he could not reach a sloppy per- 
former with a warning or two, Hugh had no alternative 
but to fire the man, Of course, the staff talked about him 
behind his back, and he could see censure in their still, 
wooden faces. But if he were going to keep the motel 
Operation a sound one, he would have to risk incurring the 
staff's personal displeasure at the outset. 

Hugh’s background was filled with the huge black 
shadow of old man Tomlinson, who was patiently waiting 
for Hugh to make a major error. He could keep the old 
man in the background only by showing him a single 
result—profits. 

It was after eight in the evening when Hugh approached 
the registration desk. Stanley, the night manager, gave 
him a meaningless smile, Hugh did not care for the man, 
Stanley had the sharp furtiveness of the fox about him. He 
was sunken-cheeked and painfully thin. He resembled an 
unemployed gravedigger. He was not the kind of man 
Hugh would pick to greet the public, but he could not 
fire a man because of his looks, 

There was a poorly hidden rancor in Stanley, Hugh 
thought, that was bound to emerge in one form or an- 
other. So far, however, Hugh had been unable to detect 
any evidence of larceny in the night manager. Hugh had 
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checked the receipts against the registrations every morn- 
ing, and they had balanced to the penny. He wished he 
had more time to watch Stanley, whose long, lean fingers 
were hooked exactly right for dipping into a till. 

A couple was registered and Hugh observed the pair, 
The man was too brash, and he made bad jokes as he 
signed the book to show how casual he was. The woman 
glanced at Hugh, then looked at the carpet. He did not 
miss the faint flush of color creeping beyond the neckline 
of her dress. 

The registration card would be signed husband and wife. 
But they were no more married than a couple of stray 
dogs, Hugh realized. This sort of business Hugh wanted to 
discourage. He had no desire to run a quick, cheap whore- 
house. It did not take long for a motel’s reputation to 
spread. Then the decent element shied away. Hugh was 
not sitting in judgment on anybody's morals. His own had 
worn thin in several places. But he could not build a solid 
business on this fly-by-hour trade. He thought he ought 
to challenge the couple. But there was always the chance 
of error. If the pair could produce a marriage license, 
Hugh's hide could be had. 

Stanley handed the man a key and said, “Number 
ninety-four, Mr. Jones. It's quiet, I hope you enjoy your 
stay here." 

Hugh gave Stanley a sharp glance. Ninety-four was one 
of the units furthest from the motel office, exactly the 
sort of thing a couple like this would want. And the name 
Jones that had been signed was traditionally one used for 
purposes of illicit concealment. Hugh could challenge the 
couple with ninety-nine percent certainty. But the one 
percent uncertainty deterred him. If he were wrong, the 
motel could face a lawsuit. He had heard of people de- 
liberately misrepresenting themselves in such a situation 
just in order to have the chance of filing a suit, 

Mr. Jones took the woman's arm and said, "Come on, 
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honey." He led her across the lobby at a brisk pace. The 
woman had to hurry to keep up with him. 

Hugh followed them to the door. He saw them enter 
a flashy green convertible. + 

Other matters occupied Hugh’s mind so that he forgot 
about the incident until he happened to be passing unit 
ninety-four just after ten o'clock, and a different car was 
parked before the unit—a red sedan, 

Hugh rapped on the door, For a moment there was 
blank silence. Finally, a man's voice uncertainly called, 
“What is it?” 

Hugh rapped again and said. “It’s the management.” He 
grinned as he thought of the panic that must be swelling 
in the parties behind this door. 

“Wait a minute,” the man called. Several seconds passed 
before he opened the door. His shirt was thrust hastily 
into his trousers. He was barefooted, and he tried to as- 
sume an expression of anger. Behind him, Hugh could 
sense someone waiting in a panic. “What do you want?” 
the man asked, 

Hugh said smoothly, “I wanted to see if there were 
anything we could do to make you more comfortable. It’s 
& service of the management.” 

The man’s overwhelming relief was ludicrous, He gaped 
at Hugh for a full moment, and then the man’s indigna- 
tion was real. “It’s a hell of a thing to wake a man just to 
ask him if he’s comfortable,” he practically shouted and 
he slammed the door in Hugh’s face. 

I didn’t wake you, my friend, Hugh thought. He had 
found out what he had wanted to know. The man was not 
Mr. Jones. 

Hugh spent the rest of the night watching ninety-four. 
It did a thriving business. The couple of the red sedan 
left, and a Thunderbird pulled up to the same parking 
space. The Thunderbird was followed, later, by a car of 
ancient vintage. 

Four occupants in one night, Hugh counted, Ninety- 
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four was more than paying its way, The rates were ten dol- 
Jars a night. At the going rate, ninety-four had earned forty 
dollars that night. 

Hugh had glazed eyes by morning. He had awakened 
Edie at one a.m, and had told her that he would not be 
in for the rest of the night, She had wanted to know what he 
was doing, and he had said, "I'm not sure yet. I think I'm 
catching a crook." He could not give her any other ex- 
planation. She had called to him as he had shut the door, 
but he had not been able to make out the words. Her 
voice had sounded unhappy. 

He checked the receipts in the morning. The cash tallied 
with the registrations. Stanley's records said that Ninety- 
four had earned only ten dollars last night. 

Stanley said mournfully, “I’m afraid it wasn’t a very 
good night, Mr. Barstow.” 

“But not a bad one for you, Stanley.” 

The night manager’s face turned ashen and a trembling 
started in his hands. He stammered, “I—I don’t know 
what you mean, It was just a regular night.” 

"Then you're making more money than we are. You 
rented Ninety-four four times last night. Do you tear 
up all the registration cards except the first one? Do you 
charge regular rates each time the unit's rented? Or do 
you give the occupants a cut?" 

He thought Stanley was going to faint. His ashen lips 
were distorting his words. “I don’t know what you mean,” 
Stanley said. “You're guessing.” 

Hugh heard the door open and he turned his head. Glen 
was just making his appearance. 

Stanley's voice was a shrill wail. “It’s not fair. The 
motel’s making so much money, It’s not fair.” 

“You're fired,” Hugh said. “If you're here thirty seconds 
from now, I'll start breaking bones.” 

*'Y ou can't do that, T'Il see Mr. Tomlinson, 'II—^ 

He ducked as Hugh reached over the desk for him. 
Then Stanley made an end-around-run for the door. His 
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screams could still be heard outside. “It’s not fair, it's not 
fair.” 

Glen leanéd against the desk and lit a cigarette. His eyes 
shone with triumph. “You'll take him back, Hugh. Dad 
hired him. Stanley's the son of an old friend of his." 

"Don't you people know anybody but crooks?” Hugh 
said. 

He left Glen sputtering behind him. He headed for his 
house and backed the car out of the garage. He had no time 
to check if Edie were awake or not. 

Sidney Tomlinson lived in a modern split-level a 
mile from the motel. Hugh parked in front of the house, 
which cost sixty thousand if it cost a dollar, he thought. 
A lot of those dollars must have been made by operating 
the other motel units like Ninety-four. Tomlinson was a 
sanctimonious hypocrite, Hugh decided, Not that he had 
not known this before, but now he had proof positive. 

But Hugh was determined to be calm about the whole 
matter. He was merely going to state the facts and not let 
his anger run away with him. But with each succeeding 
step he took toward the house his anger mounted. 

He rang the bell. Tomlinson must have been waiting 
for him. The echo of the bell had hardly faded before the 
old man opened with disapproving mien. He was in pa- 
jamas and robe, and his wife Mary was in a negligee. The 
breakfast table was set. 

"Hugh. How nice," Mary said. "Won't you eat with 
us?" : 

"I'm here on business," Hugh said curtly. Then he soft- 
ened his voice, "Thank you, anyway." 

She sensed something was wrong. She looked anxiously 
from Hugh to her husband. She was a plump little woman 
who used too much makeup to fight a losing battle against 
age. 

“Did Stanley call you?” Hugh asked her husband, 

“Yes,” Tomlinson snapped. “Do you know he’s the son 
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of my oldest friend? And you have the temerity to fire 
him?" 

Hugh heard the hostile suck of Mary's breath, but he 
ignored it and said, "Did he tell you why?" 

"He said he would explain when he saw me. He's been 
with me for four years. I've always found him to be 
honest and faithful. Consequently, I told him to report 
tonight as usual. You'll take him back and apologize to 
him." 

“You want me to apoligize to a thief?" 

Mary gasped, and her hand snatched at her throat. She 
said, “Hugh.” Her tone said, please be careful. 

Tomlinson’s eyes had an icy glint. “I told Edie you were 
a brash, impulsive young man. This only confirms my 
thinking.” 

“Or lack of it. Your Stanley rented Ninety-four four 
times last night. He put ten dollars in the register. The 
other three times weren’t reported at all. Where do you 
think the money vanished to?” 

Mary’s eyes were bewildered. “But how could he rent 
one room four times in a night?” she said. 

“Ask your husband how,” Hugh said. 

Tomlinson’s face wore shock—whether honest or simu- 
lated, Hugh did not know. 

Tomlinson looked at his wife and said, “He rented that 
room to people for immoral purposes. When it was va- 
cated, he rented it again.” 

“Oh, Sidney, that’s terrible.” 

This, Hugh thought, from the mother of two children. 
Obviously, she still had rather a hazy idea of how the 
world lived. 

Outrage grew in Tomlinson’s face—whether because of 
Stanley's stealing or the loss of additional revenue, Hugh 
again could not determine. “You're sure of this?” Tomlin- 
son asked. 

“Pm. sure,” Hugh nodded. “I think you'd better call 
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Stanley back and tell him not to report tonight. If he 
shows up, I'll throw him out.” 

The two men stared at each other. Tomlinson broke 
first. He glanced away and muttered, “I'll phone him.” 
He had lost something and was aware of it. But Hugh, 
although sensing the other man's loss, could not define 
what it was. 

"I'm setting up a new policy,” Hugh said; “No room is 
ever to be rented more than once in any one night.” 

An instant’s rebellion flared in Tomlinson’s eyes, “I'm 
usually consulted on policy matters,” he objected, 

“Do you subscribe to what Stanley was doing?” Hugh 
asked softly. 

An angry flush appeared in Tomlinson’s cheeks, Before 
he could speak, Mary said heatedly, “You don’t know Sid- 
ney very well. That’s an awful thing to imply.” She placed 
her hand on Tomlinson’s arm, and patted it. 

“PH tell Glen,” he said. “All this isn’t necessary.” His 
tone was petulant. “It’s never been our policy to try to 
attract that kind of trade.” 

“But it’s been happening," Hugh said. 

“Tf you're through," Tomlinson said stiffly. “Pd like 
to eat my breakfast.” 

Hugh grinned. “Through? Why, I'm just starting.” And 
he nodded to them and left the house, His grin held all 
the way back to the office, Glen was still there. Hugh sat 
down without speaking to him and he looked up a number 
in the directory. 

“What happened?” Glen demanded impatiently, 

Hugh was maddeningly deliberate in his dialing of the 
number. Then he looked at Glen. “Nothing happened,” 
Hugh said. "Stanley stays fired.” Hugh's number was still 
being rung. He was beginning to think Clyde Staley wasn’t 
home. “Your father and I agreed on a new policy,” Hugh 
said to Glen. "We rent a room once a night. That’s all. 
And if you or anyone else breaks that rule, I promise you 
he'll be out. I'll see to it personally.” 
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Glen was looking ill as a sleepy voice said in Hugh's 
ear, “Hello.” 

“Clyde? This is Hugh Barstow.” 

“Hell, Hugh, I just crawled into bed.” Clyde Staley was 
the night desk man at the Fairview Hotel. He was a good 
man and an honest one. 

“How would you like to change jobs, Clyde? I'll give 
you twenty-five dollars a month more than you're making, 
and three percent of the increase over last year's average." 

Glen was turning livid. He opened his mouth to say 
something, and Hugh pointed a finger at him. The mouth 
closed. 

“Hugh,” Clyde practically shouted into the phone, the 
sleep gone from his voice. “Where are you? I heard you 
left the Carlton. But nobody knew where you moved to." 

“And I don't want it known," Hugh said. "At least 
not yet." There was no point, Hugh thought, in risking 
any kind of reinvolvement with Clarise Dutton. “But I do 
want to find out if you're interested in my offer." 

*Where do I report?" Clyde said. 

“The Snug Haven Motel. I'll expect you tonight.” 

When Hugh hung up Glen said wildly, “You can’t be 
throwing money around like that, Dad will blow his top 
when he hears about it.” 

“Your dad will say nothing.” In this particular case 
Hugh was sure Tomlinson would wisely keep his mouth 
shut. An investment had to be made in order to obtain 
good personnel, Hugh clearly understood, but there was 
inevitably a return on the investment. Management always 
found it difficult to learn that simple law. With Clyde. 
handling the desk, Hugh could turn his attention else- 
where without anxiety. That alone would justify what 
Hugh would be paying Clyde Staley, Suddenly he felt very 
tired, and his temper rasped. “Glen,” he said. “One of 
these times you're going to cross my walk once too often. 
Then I'll have to stomp on you as I would a piss-ant.” He 
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arose and walked to the door. He looked back, and Glen 
was staring open-mouthed at him.: Hugh said gravely, 
"I would remember that, Glen, if I were you." 

Edie was in the kitchen when Hugh dragged himself 
into the house. Her face was cross as she said, "You've 
been out all night." 

His clothing was rumpled, his.eyes were fopgy from 
lack of sleep, and he needed a shave. Her deduction, he 
tabulated, wasn't the most brilliant he had ever encount- 
ered. 

“Yes,” he agreed. He reached for the coffee pot, and 
it was cold, For a moment, outrage flooded him, But he 
knew she could not have foreseen the time of his arrival 
home, so he pushed aside his anger. 

“Mother just called,” Edie said. 

Hugh’s back was toward her as he measured coffee into 
the percolator. “Yes,” he said with no enthusiasm. 

“She said father was so upset he couldn't eat his break- 
fast.” 

, The hairs on the back of Hugh's neck were beginning 
to rise. "That's too bad," he said. 

“What did you say to him?” 

"Didn't your mother tell you?" 

"She was all confused. She said something about you 
firing Stanley. Did you?" 

He swung to face her. "Stanley was turning this motel 
into a whorehouse. We didn't furnish the girls. But we 
furnished the rooms. He rented a room several times a 
night and stuck the extra money in his pocket." 

Her eyes fired. “You think father knew about it?" 

He said honestly, “I don't know.” 

Edie said passionately, “Don't you accuse my father 
of something like that.” 

“I'm not accusing him of anything.” He turned toward 
the living room. “Yet,” he said over his shoulder. He 
heard her gasp. But he did not check his stride. 
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Hucn had a hard, savage month of work behind him. He 
trudged back home at night so tired his head felt packed 
with wool, muflling thought altogether. He was working 
when the motel lounge closed at one-thirty in the morning. 
He was on duty when breakfast was served. He cut his 
sleep ruthlessly; there were some nights in which he 
stretched out for as little as three hours. And what little 
time he allotted himself had to be shared with Edie. She 
was beginning to show rebellion in the few moments they 
had together, but he could not help that. His first job, he 
told himself, was to organize the motel complex so that it 
would show a steady profit upswing, and this required, of 
course, operational efficiency. Two nights ago he had said, 
“Edie, I’m so tired.” His mind had been dropping into the 
dark cavern of sleep as she had replied, “Did you marry me 
or a motel?” He had dimly heard the words, but they had 
meant nothing to him. 

Last night, when he had reached for her, she had said 
somewhat acidulously, “Aren't you too tired?” 

“Stop that,” he ordered and he pulled her to him, He 
felt her resistance, but then she crumpled against his 
shoulder and she whimpered like a small child. 

“I thought you were growing tired of me,” she whis- 

» pered, 

That astounded him. “Of all the damned fool ideas," he 
said. And he proceeded to illustrate why he thought so. 
After a while he said, Doesn't that prove something?” 

“Yes,” she admitted. There was a sniffle in her voice 
as she clutched him. “Oh, Hugh. Don’t ever shut me out 
of your life.” 

53 
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Later, when he stepped out on the porch, he tried to 
analyze what had been happening between himself and his 
wife. A man could become so engrossed in his work that he 
could shut out a woman from his life. He thought soberly, 
I won't let that happen to Edie and me. He had tried to 
explain to her that after the motel would be operating at 
the high level he thought it should, there would be more 
time for Edie and himself, When she pressed him for an 
answer as to when that leisure would occur he answered, 
“It won't be too long now." 

The answer had not satisfied her. “But I want it today," 
she cried, "not twenty years in the future." 

Musing, he leaned against the porch rail. Before him, 
April was showing its hand gloved in Spring. The new 
grass mantled the yard, and the unfolding elm leaves 
were as small as a squirrel’s ear. Somewhere in the trees 
a bird sang its aggressive love song. And Hugh wished he 
and Edie were actually spending the day in the country. 
He had slipped out of bed without waking her, and he 
remembered how she had looked, how the dark lashes 
had curled against the ivory of her skin. He could not carp 
at her complaining. Since the two weeks of bliss in New 
Orleans, he had done nothing but work. He had thrown 
Edie the crusts of his time, which would have satisfied 
no woman. 

He sensed rebellion within himself. He wished he could 
take Edie’s hand and meander down a wandering lane 
with no particular destination in mind and nothing tugging 
at them to retrace their steps. His rebellion passed as 
quickly as it had come. His worldly goods were tied up in 
this motel. His and Edie’s future depended on the motel. 
He thought morosely, a man could enjoy life if he didn’t 
have to make a living. 

He turned his head at the sound of whistling. Glen was 
just emerging from his house and he was moving toward 
the garage. He carried his golf clubs, and Hugh felt in- 
censed. This was Saturday, the busiest day of the week. 
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He and Glen had talked for an hour last night about the 
pressing things that had to be done on Saturday, and here 
Glen was preparing to play golf. 

Glen backed the car out of the garage and gave Hugh 
a careless wave as he drove away. 

“You sonofabitch,” Hugh muttered. He would simmer 
until Glen returned. Then hell would pop. This was one 
time Hugh was not going to let Glen’s laziness pass. 

The two identical houses Tomlinson had built for his 
son and daughter were placed thirty feet apart. The dis- 
tance might as well have been thirty miles, as often 
as Hugh had set foot in Glen’s house, Hugh had enough 
of Glen during working hours. And as for Ann, Glen’s 
wife, Hugh was not particularly impressed with her either. 

Ann strolled out on the porch opposite the Barstows". 
She wore a blue nylon robe, buttoned to the throat and 
matching the color of her eyes. She was small and on the 
plump side, and she was always talking about her diet. 
Her chestnut hair was usually in disarray, and her round 
blue eyes were filled with innocence—Tomlinson's idea of 
a perfect daughter-in-law, Hugh thought, He often heard 
laughter sparkling from the house, and he supposed Ann 
and Glen wore well enough on each other. She was ap- 
proaching him now. He did not realize he was scowling 
until she said, “Your displeasure is showing." 

“Tt it?” he asked curtly. 

She nodded soberly, “It is. Did Glen promise you some- 
thing for this morning, Hugh?” 

He looked at her with new appraisal. Most people 
judged by first impressions, and those first impressions 
could be sorry signposts, Hugh was aware. He might have 
been wrong about her. He made a baffled gesture. “Ho. 
didn’t exactly promise anything, Ann. But we did talk of 
how much there was to do today—” He let his voice 
fade away. He had not intended saying as much as he had. 

“And after talking about it you can’t understand how 
he can go off and forget all about it,” Ann said. 
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"T can't." The curtness was back in his voice. 

She placed her fingers on his arm. "Don't be angry with 
me. I'm on your side. I was curious about you until a few 
days ago. Then I knew. If anyone can operate this motel 
as it should be operated, you can. But you've got some- 
thing tough to buck." 

“What?” 

“The family,” she said. “Wait until you really go against 
the old man, and then you'll see how the family lines up 
against you. That's what's wrong with Glen. He had 
everything given to him as a child. His father never let go 
of him. He still treats Glen like a six-year-old and makes 
his decisions for him. Glen doesn't have to think, and 
he finds it easier that way. He doesn't even have to work 
too hard. Be patient with him, Hugh." 

Her eyes made their silent entreaty—take him away 
from his father; make him stand on his own feet, 

Hugh asked bluntly, *Is he worth saving?" 

"I love the guy," she said simply. “I’m prejudiced. I 
think he's worth saving." 

Hugh was discovering how absolutely wrong he had been 
about Ann—he was actually developing quite a liking for 
her. Finally, he said, “The old man would be outraged at 
your saying he’s selfish about Glen—your father-in-law 
thinks he does all those things for Glen out of love. Isn't 
it sad how a man can claim he's loving when actually he's 
choking the life out of someone?" 

She nodded. *And the person being choked will also 
tell you it's love. I've been told that so often I want to 
scream, Have you had the old ogre for dinner yet?” 

"I've been too busy." 

"The ogre is becoming angrier at you every day for 
postponing it. He expects to take dinner with his children 
at least once a week. It's quite an experience. He never 
takes his eyes away from you, and he always seems to be 
asking, are you good enough for my son? After awhile, 
you begin to wonder, yourself." 
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“Well, as far as I'm concerned, Glen's pretty damned 
lucky," Hugh said. 

She had a gamin quality to her smile. “You didn't 
think so a few minutes ago,” she said. 

He grinned. "Didn't I tell you I hold the world's record 
for conclusion jumping? Am 1 forgiven?" 

“You're forgiven.” She held out her hand. 

He took it, and there was a bond in their clasp. He 
said, "You'll hear Glen cuss me out, I’m going to be hard 
on him.” 

“Fair enough. You're hard on yourself, Come over 
some evening and listen to Glen talking about how wonder- 
ful his family is.” She made a wry face. “I don’t care how 
bitchy that sounds. I get so damned tired—” She shook 
her head and did not finish. 

“J can imagine,” Hugh said. Would Edie be like Glen 
in a couple of years, he thought. Would she become as 
blind to her family’s faults as her brother was? He hoped 
not. 

“Thanks, Ann,” he said. He had an ally, he knew. He 
was not alone. 

“For giving you more problems?” She shook her head 
and walked away. 

He glanced toward his house, and Edie was in the 
doorway. He ran up the steps. “I didn’t want to wake 
you,” he said. 

“You didn't." Her voice sounded tight. “I woke up just 
as you were leaving,” she said. “That was a cozy scene. 
What was it all about?" 

"Are you jealous of Ann?" 

“L am not,” she said much too vehemently. 

“Ann and I just joined forces,” he said. 

“For what?” 

“To run this motel.” 

That brought a flare of temper from her. “Hasn’t she got 
enough to do, looking after Glen?” 

“Maybe she figures the two things are tied together.” 
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“What does that mean?” 

His voice hardened, “Maybe you can answer your own 
question some day.” 

They faced cach other like two antagonists. This in- 
terchange was the closest they had ever come to a quarrel, 

She broke first. “Hugh,” she wailed, “I wanted today to 
be perfect. Don't spoil it for me. Mother and dad are 
coming to dinner tonight,” 

Now he was outraged. She would pick Saturday, his 
busiest day, He snapped, “Postpone it.” 

Her face stiffened. “I will not. You've used one excuse 
after another to put them off. They’re beginning to won- 
der.” 

He didn’t give a damn how much they wondered, he 
thought savagely. He said, “I may not be here.” 

Her face flushed. “It will take you two minutes to walk 
down here. If you can’t spend thirty or forty minutes 
with your family—" She drew a deep breath. "You'd 
better be here," she finished. 

He asked quietly, “Is that a threat, Edie?” 

She whirled and ran into the house, 

He started after her, remorse clawing him. After all, 
what had been the awful thing she had done? He couldn't 
make a crime out of her inviting her family to dinner. 
But she could have picked some other night. The Lions 
Club were having their banquet tonight. He had worked 
hard to land that banquet. A hundred and fifty people 
would be served, and he wanted to be on hand every 
minute to be certain everything proceeded smoothly. If he 
explained to Edic—no. He shook his head. He would not 
start by appeasing her. 

He headed up the hill for the office. It was early in 
the morning, but the motel was already astir. Travelers 
were readying to leave, and Hugh heard the slamming 
of car doors and room doors. Mothers called crossly to 
some dawdling youngster, and fathers yelled at the mothers 
to hurry up. This was the beginning of vacation season, 
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and America was on the move. Some compelling urgency 
was forcing most travelers to rise early, drive six hundred 
miles and then stagger into a distant motel, This would be 
repeated for fourteen days—called a vacation. At the end, 
the vacationers would crawl home exhausted. And for the 
next fifty weeks they would boast of how much ground 
they had covered. 

Hugh shrugged. That crazy urgency was what made the 
motel business profitable. Who was he to quarrel with it? 

He looked around before he stopped into the office. The 
motel was on a brow of a hill. The complex sat a hundred 
yards back from the highway, and the highway made a 
sweeping curve as it approached Snug Haven. In that 
hundred yard depth was enclosed the parking lot for the 
restaurant, and Hugh wanted to see that lot filled every 
night. The tourist trade alone could not do it, but the city 
trade could, and the city line lay only a quarter mile to 
the west. Good food and service could draw the metro- 
politan inhabitants, and the banquet scheduled for to- 
night proved it, 

The filling station, separating the lounge and restaurant 
from the units, was doing a brisk business servicing depart- 
ing cars. The hundred units were strung out in four rows. 
The solid brick construction gave them a sturdy appear- 
ance, and each unit had a large picture window. Snug 
Haven, in short, was an enviable property. 

Hugh turned into the office and checked the receipts. 
Thirty units had been empty last night, and he frowned, 
Thirty units at ten dollars apiece amounted to three hun- 
dred dollars. A month's loss at that rate figured to nine 
thousand dollars. Tourists whizzed by every evening with- 
out stopping. Hugh had to conceive of some way to draw 
in those tourists. He needed a new sign, for one thing, a 
larger, more colorful affair. The present one was small, 
dingy and could be passed by a car without the occupants 
being aware of the motel’s existence. Hugh made a men- 
tal note to order a new sign. 
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What about serving a free Continental breakfast, Hugh 
suddenly thought. This was a feature of Florida motels, but 
in the midwest it was comparatively untried. Would a free 
Continental breakfast bring in enough new rental business 
to offset the loss of breakfast trade at the restaurant? 

Needing more time to think about it, he filed it away 
in his mind. 

Clyde Staley said, "We had a good night, Hugh." He 
scanned some figures on a pad. “We ran ten more rentals 
than the same week last year.” He was a fat, little man 
with a round, jolly face. He had happy eyes and a 
happy mouth. He was a genius at soothing tired, irritated 
patrons. His was the kind of touch the motel sorely 
needed for a potentially expanding business. 

“Not good enough, Clyde,” Hugh said. “For the next 
five months we ought to be filled every night.” 

Clyde grinned. “You never learned to walk, did you? 
That’s a big target.” 

Hugh nodded. “That’s what we're shooting for.” 

He left the desk and in a few moments, he was in the 
filling station, where he stopped to check the gallonage 
figures. There was a mild increase. Add thirty more cars 
every night, and there would be a noticable increase, 
Hugh calculated. Although not every car that stopped for 
fhe night would buy gas here. Hugh handled a major 
brand of fuel, and some drivers would ride for miles to 
find a cut-rate station. 

He took a moment to inspect the rest rooms, and they 
were scrupulously clean, From there he made his way 
to the restaurant. It was crowded, which delighted him, and 
he noticed each waitress wore a clean uniform and was 
bright and cheerful. The atmosphere and personnel had 
been considerably different two weeks before. He had 
had to fire two girls for insolence and uncleanliness of 
person. 

Moving to the kitchen, Hugh found glistening order. 
Henri peered up from a huge pot on the range and grumb- 





WITCH WITH BLUE EYES 61 
led, “Every morning it gets busier.” His face was moist 
from the heat in the kitchen, but pride was in his eye. 

“Are you here to complain again?” Henri asked. 

“Have I made a complaint in the last two weeks?” 

“Hah,” Henri snorted. “You have had no reason.” 

“Right,” Hugh said. “I don’t think another cook in the 
country could turn out so many orders as smoothly as 
you do." 

Henri was having trouble maintaining his sour expres- 
sion. 

“Do you need extra help tonight?" Hugh asked. 

Henri scowled. *Why is tonight different? Just an extra 
hundred and fifty people coming. When, already, 1 am 
overburdened. Does that matter to anyone?” 

“Jt matters to me, Henri. I'll get another cook out here.” 

“I will not have some bungler ruining my kitchen,” 
Henri shouted, “I can take care of it.” 

He was still shouting as Hugh left the kitchen. Hugh lit 
a cigarette and grinned. Henri could be handled. Just 
let him rave about how overtaxed he was, then he 
worked twice as hard to prove it. Yes, Hugh thought, he 
was beginning to see results from his month of intensive 
effort. There had been a vast improvement in the efficiency 
of this place. The figures were showing it. But there 
was still a lot of hammering to be done before he would 
have it running the way he wanted. 

The motel units were his next interest. Even at this early 
hour many of them showed open doors, indicating their 
occupants had departed. The maids were cleaning with 
commendable vigor. This was the esprit de corps he 
wanted. When a place had it, management had to do 
very little supervising. 

He glanced at his watch. It was eight-thirty. Two hours 
and a half had slipped away. He turned back to his office. 
The rest of the morning would tie him to paper work. He 
was also expecting a call from that packer in Fort Worth. 
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If Hugh obtained the deal he wanted, he was going to save 
several hundred dollars on meat. 

Every time the phone rang he expected it to be the 
packer, Each time, he was disappointed. The morning 
was going by very quickly. He thought, maybe I wasn’t 
dealing from as much strength as I thought. But the 
packer was loaded with sirloin butts. Hugh’s offer to 
take fifteen thousand pounds of them off the packer's 
hands should have been more than attractive. He wanted 
to call the packer, but that would be showing too much 
eagerness, 

Johnny Myers would be busy in the lounge tonight, 
Hugh reflected. A hundred and fifty extra people meant a 
good many more drinks to mix. Johnny was a fast and 
competent bartender but there was a limit to what he 
could do. Hugh picked up the phone and called the bar- 
tender’s hall, 

When a voice answered, Hugh said, “This is the Snug 
Haven Motel. I'll need an extra man tonight. Send me a 
good one.” 

The voice said, “Mac we ain't got any other kind. What 
time do you want him?" 

"Five," Hugh said and hung up. The good bartenders 
were working steady. The slobs hung around the hall to 
pick up a few hours here and there. Hugh would have 
to use one of the slobs, 1f business kept improving he was 
going to need a good second man to work under Johnny. 

He guessed his Fort Worth call was not coming through. 
He glanced at the clock as the phone rang. It was nearly 
noon. The operator said, “Fort Worth calling. Will you ac- 
cept a collect call from Hartsell’s Packing Company?” 

Hugh said, “Go ahead.” The louse wouldn't even pay 
for his own call, Hugh growled to himself, 

The voice at the other end said, “Barstow, I can’t 
Sell those sirloin butts at the price you offered. I've Bot to 
have another nickel." 
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Hugh leaned back in his chair. "Did you call me col- 
lect just to tell me that?" he said. 

He listened to the voice sputter, and then Hugh said, “I 
was just going to call you.” He stopped as the office door 
opened and Glen came in. Hugh frowned at him and re- 
sumed his conversation. “I lined up another source, I don’ 
need that meat now.” ' 

The distant voice screamed, "You're ruining me. I 
figured on shipping to you. I turned down another custo- 
mer because I was promised to you.” 

Hugh listened to the blood drip out of the voice and 
thought cynically, you turned him down because he didn’t 
offer as much, Hugh thought he might haggle down the 
price another cent or two per pound but he decided it 
wasn’t worth it and said, “Stop crying. Ship those butts 
at the agreed price. When can I expect them? Next Fri- 
day? That'll be all right. Ship them to National Cold 
Storage.” 

He grinned as the voice said, “You know you're a 
damned robber." 

Hugh hung up, his face elated, Fifteen thousand pounds 
of meat at ten cents less than the going price around here 
meant a savings of fifteen hundred dollars, Hugh calcu: 
lated. The cold storage would consume part of that sav- 
ing but an appreciable amount would remain. 

Glen asked, “What was that about?” 

“J just saved fifteen hundred dollars. I bought fifteen 
thousand pounds of sirloin butts from Hartsell.” 

"That's a three months supply of steaks. You tied up a 
lot of money,” Glen protested. 

“You don’t think it’s wise to save money wherever you 
can?" 

“Not when it ties up operating capital.” 

Hugh's eyes darkened. “That’s why you have operat- 
ing capital. To take advantage of a break of this kind.” 
He saw the stubbornness in Glen’s face, and Hugh's an- 
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ger flared. “You weren’t doing a lot of worrying about it 
or anything else this morning,” he said. 

Glen had the grace to color. “What do you expect? 
‘Twenty-four hours work a day?” 

Weariness replaced Hugh’s anger. “I'd settle for a 
couple of hours out of you.” Ann thought this man was 
worth saving. Negative, Ann, he thought. Negative. He 
thought of that two percent hanging over his head. What 
the hell—he had already alienated Glen, Hugh had not 
had a chance from the start of winning over this lazy bum. 
So, harshly, he said, “Glen, you didn’t take care of the car- 
pets in Twelve and Thirty-six.” Both carpets needed re- 
pairing, Hugh recalled. A skillful carpet man could cut out 
the worn places in a carpet and replace them, thus sav- 
ing the cost of a new carpet. 

“T didn’t think it was wise to run the expense in on this 
month,” Glen said. "We've been running pretty heavy—I 
was putting the carpet repair off until I could slip it in 
next month. Dad's going to scream when he sees the 
books." 

Hugh's temper boiled over. "Those units were rented 
last night. The one thing the people who had them will 
remember is the worn carpet, I don't care how much the 
old man screams. Get those carpets fixed today." 

Glen could not meet those angry eyes. He looked at the 
ceiling. He cleared his throat, then crumbled. “All right," 
he said, “But it’s your responsibility.” 

Hugh brushed past him on the way to the door. He 
glanced back. The animosity was naked in Glen's eye. 
Hugh had no doubt the older Tomlinson would receive a 
full report, Hugh could handle Glen, if it were Glen 
alone, But Hugh had a rough problem with father and 
son. He thought of Ann asking him to save Glen. Hugh 
would much rather have broken Glen's neck, 

Hugh Barstow spent a busy afternoon. Every time a 
pot boiled over, someone called him. This would be the 
pattern until he could teach people to rely on themselves. 
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He had to build a feeling of importance and pride in each 
individual. This would take time. 

He checked on the carpet man, and the man was just 
finishing in Thirty-six. He knew his business. It took the 
most minute of inspections to sce that the worn spot had 
been cut out and replaced with a square of new carpet- 
ing. Hugh turned and walked toward the office. At least, 
Glen had carried out one order. Hugh had not seen him. 
since noon, 

A porter stopped Hugh and said, "There's a man in 
your office waiting for you." 

Hugh glanced at the clock—five minutes to five. The 
man waiting for him was probably the relief bartender sent 
out by the union. 

He opened the office door. O'Brien—the man he had 
fired from the Carlton Hotel bar—sat in a chair beside the 
desk, rotating his hat in his hands. 

Hugh said, “Hell—no.” He had never considered the 
possibility that O’Brien might be sent out here. 

O'Brien's jaw went slack. He managed to assume a 
crocodile smile, but it could not quite distract attention 
from the ugly flash in his eye. "Now wait a minute, Hugh," 
he said. “I know what you're thinking. All I’m asking is a 
chance.” 

It was a reasonable request, Hugh thought. But the 
weight of Hugh’s past experience with O'Brien told Hugh 
to ignore the reasonableness. And the ugly flash in 
O'Brien's eyes said he remembered the firing and the beat- 
ing in a parking lot. This was a one-night stand, and 
O'Brien knew it, and he would do his best to even up 
everything tonight. He would use a large shears, and he 
would clip Hugh good. Hugh would be lucky if O'Brien 
failed to carry off the cash register. 

“No. Out,” Hugh said. He held the door wide. 

The ugliness spread all over O'Brien's face. “I know 
where you are now, I'll make you damned sorry," he said. 
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“Do you want me to add a couple of lumps to your 
bill? Get out,” Hugh said. 

O'Brien scuttled past him toward the door. "I'm not 
forgetting a thing. I'll be back," he said. 

Hugh said savagely, “You come back, and I'll throw 
your ass off the place." He was tempted to kick that broad 
beam as it went through the door. 

Hugh dialed the hiring hall again. The phone rang and 
rang. He replaced the receiver. This was late Saturday, and 
he was not going to get anyone. Of all the foul coinci- 
dences, he cursed. Now he would have to give Johnny 
what help he could. Hugh could mix the common drinks. 
He would have to pass the more elaborate ones on to 
Johnny. 


6 


Husn had a thirsty crowd before the banquet started. He 
worked behind the bar with Johnny. In twenty minutes 
Hugh was sweating. The waitresses made trip after trip 
from bar to restaurant, and their trays were always filled, 
drinks going and empties coming. 

Hugh and Johnny had a lull as the first course was 
served. Hugh leaned back and lit a cigarette. A half dozen 
partly smoked cigarettes were at his feet, some with only 
a drag or two gone. 

Johnny grinned. “You unsmoke more cigarettes that 
way,” he said, 

A fat man at the end of the bar rapped impatiently 
with his empty glass. Before he moved to serve the man, 

lohnny raised his eyebrows at Hugh, Hugh had been 
back of the bar less than an hour, but he knew what 
Johnny meant, The fat man was a demander, a type that 
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grated on a bartender's nerves. He would not recognize 
that other people might be ahead of him. He wanted his 
drink now, now, now. 

Hugh watched the man. His face looked familiar, but 
Hugh could not place him. The man seemed to be about 
sixty, and he was undoubtedly fat, A roll of flesh hung 
over his collar and obscured his jaw line. His paunch 
was tremendous. He was bald-head, and his face was 
round and shining. Hugh’s eyes were bleak. The man 
treated Johnny as if he were a second class citizen. 

Johnny said, “Yes, sir?” 

The fat man growled, “Can’t you remember what 
we're drinking?” 

“You've changed it three times, sir.” There was spit in 
Johnny's voice—it made the ‘sir’ pretty moist. 

The woman beside the fat man giggled. She was well 
on her way to being drunk, She was a thin woman, lines 
of frustration pulling at her face. The neckline of her 
dress was cut far too low for her lack of figure. Never- 
theless, the fat man was interested in that figure. His arm 
was around her shoulders, and his fingers played at her 
neckline. The fingers kept moving toward the exposed 
cleft of her breasts. Any moment Hugh expected to see 
the hand dip in and cup a breast. He was going to have 
to throw out the bum before the evening aged too much, 

The fat man asked Johnny, "Can you remember what 
I ordered last?" 

Johnny did not lose his smile, although it had a glint 
of ice. “F think I can, sir.” 

“Then don’t just stand there. Bring it.” 

Johnny mixed the two drinks, rang up the money, and 
moved back to Hugh. He grinned at Hugh's visible wrath. 
"He's an important man,” he said. "He's earned the right 
to walk over people. Don’t you recognize him?” Hugh 
shook his head. “Judge McHenry,” Johnny said. 

Hugh had seen his pictures in the paper. No wonder 
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the man looked familiar, “I don’t give a damn who he is,” 
he growled. “He'll behave or I'll throw him out.” 

Johnny shrugged. “You get that kind every evening,” 
he said. He had eyes like a bright May morning and a 
flashing smile. You never knew a man’s true worth until 
you tried to do his job, Hugh thought. Johnny was a valu- 
able man. 

“TII wait on him next time,” Hugh said. 

Johnny grinned. “He doesn’t bother me any." He was 
silent a moment. “You're all right,” he said abruptly. Hugh 
gave him a surprised glance. Johnny looked embarrassed, 
but he had something to say. "The staff's behind you," he 
continued. “They weren't at first, but they are now. We 
think you know your business. I. thought you'd like to 
know," 

"That's the nicest thing I've heard for a long time. 
Thanks, Johnny." 

Johnny muttered, “You earned it," and he turned away. 
Hugh felt jubilation swell within him. He knew the ap- 
proval had been earned not by his work here at the bar, 
Which was that of an efficient amateur, but earned grad- 
ually by hard work and an honest eye for services well 
done. This motel was reaching the point where he wanted 
it to be, 

Johnny served the fat man and his companion another 
round and returned, 

Hugh said, “Johnny, you'll find an extra twenty-five on 
your check, beginning tonight.” He saw the flash of grat- 
ification in Johnny’s eyes. But before the bartender could 
thank him, McHenry raised his voice. Hugh frowned at 
him. The man was rapidly becoming an obnoxious drunk, 
and he was going to have to be cut off. Hugh did not 
want trouble here tonight—not while the banquet was go- 
ing on. 

Johnny grinned at Hugh and said, "Relax. I think he's 
made the hill with her. I'll bet they'll be leaving in a little 
while.” Then he glanced at the door and his face stiffened, 
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“Take a look over there,” he said. "Now that could be 
trouble.” 

Hugh turned to scan the man who stood in the door- 
way. He was nondescript in dress and feature, He wore 
a rumpled gray flannel suit and scemed to be a harmless, 
little man, 

Johnny saw the question in Hugh’s face. “I guess Tve 
developed a nose for it, Watch his face." The little man 
projected a desperate urgency. His eyes were glazed as 
he stared at Judge McHenry and his companion. 

Johnny said quietly, ^PIl bet McHenry's companion is 
the little guy’s wife.” He studied the newcomer. “If I ever 
saw a man with kill in his eyes, it's him. He's been drink- 
ing. He's trying to work himself up to something." 

Hugh kept his eyes on the little man. He saw him take 
a seat at the booth in the far corner. The man stared at 
McHenry and the woman with maniacal intensity. 

Johnny could be right, Hugh thought worriedly. The 
little man was drinking too hard, He kept the waitress on 
a trot bringing him straight shots. He gulped them down 
before she had time to turn from the booth. His hand 
patted the breast pocket of his coat several times as if the 
feel of whatever was in that pocket gave him reassurance. 

Johnny's face was tight. ^I think we'd better get him 
out of here," he said. "I saw a situation like this explode 
once. It wasn't pretty. We've got a lot of people in here 
tonight." 

Hugh felt his throat constricting. “Do you think he's got 
a gun?” Hugh said. All he needed was the publicity of a 
shooting scrape—it would ruin business for the next six 
months. 

“He looks nutty enough to be carrying anything,” John- 
ny said. He breathed a sigh of relief as Judge McHenry 
and the woman stood up. "They're leaving." But the little 
man also rose, ^He's going to follow them. At least, 
they're going to take it outside," 

Still, that was not good enough for Hugh. He wanted 
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the affair off the grounds, "Can you handle things here?" 
he asked. 

Johnny nodded. "Sure, but be careful" he warned. 
"The guy who barges into the middle of something like 
this is usually clobbered." 

McHenry and the woman filed through the lobby and 
passed the registration desk. The little man stayed well be- 
hind them. 

Hugh followed the little man, As he passed the desk, he 
said, “Clyde, we may have trouble on our hands. You'd 
better come along.” 

The judge and the woman had vanished by the time 
Hugh and Clyde reached outdoors. Hugh saw the little 
man turn a corner. The second row of the motel units was 
in that direction. 

Hugh said explosively, “Goddamn it.” He surmised that 
the fat fool had rented a room. The little man was going 
to follow him straight to it. 

Hugh and Clyde crouched behind the shrubbery and 
watched the little man approach the door of Forty-six. A 
light was on in the room, but the drapes were drawn. 

The quality of intense strain was in the figure before 
the door. He raised his left hand to knock. He held some- 
thing in his right hand. 

The moon silvered out from behind a scudding cloud 
and cast enough light for Hugh to see the object the man 
held. 

“He's got a gun,” Hugh said, without the faintest sur- 
prise in his voice. 

For a moment, there was an eerie silence. The man's 
knock shattered it. Hugh said, "Stay here, Clyde." He cov- 
ered the twenty yards at a dead run. If that door opened 
before he reached the man, the silence was going to be 
further shattered—by the report of a gun. 

He reached the man just as the door was opening. The 
gun was being raised when Hugh grabbed the little man's 
wrist. Hugh heard the startled squawk as he twisted the 
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wrist. He twisted with all the strength in his arms, and the 
little man uttered a shrill scream of pain. The gun clat- 
tered on the walk at Hugh’s feet. He shoved away the lit- 
tle man, stooped, picked up the gun. 

Judge McHenry stood in the doorway, his fat face star- 
tled. “What’s going on here?” 

Hugh shoved him back into the room. Then Hugh 
grabbed the little man and jerked him in after the judge. 
Looking back, Hugh called, “Clyde, come on,” and then 
he shut the door behind him, thinking if he hadn't awak- 
ened the whole court already, he was lucky. 

McHenry had his shirt off. He wore no undershirt. He 
looked like a fat sow with heavy breasts. The scraggly 
hair on his chest was a dirty gray. “See here now,” he 
blustered. “You can't come breaking in here like this. Pl 
make you pay for it. Do you know who I am?" 

“I know,” Hugh snapped. “Keep your mouth shut.” 

The little man was crying openly. He had nerved him- 
self up to a climactic point; the point blunted, he crum- 
bled. “I know you're here, Ida,” he said brokenly. “I saw 
you come in here.” 

Hugh glanced at the closed bathroom door. “You might 
as well come out,” he called. He heard Clyde unobtrusive- 
ly step in behind him. 

McHenry confronted Hugh. “That’s enough,” he thun- 
dered, “I'll call the police. I’m Judge McHenry.” 

“You're a fat fool,” Hugh said, He let McHenry choke 
on that. Then Hugh held up the gun and said, “This little 
man here was going to open up your fat belly and spill 
your guts. Don’t you know who he is?” 

McHenry eyed the gun and blanched. He turned, lips 
trembling, to the little man. It was obvious that the judge 
had become aware of the little man’s identity. 

The bathroom door was still closed. “Would you like 
me to come in after you?” Hugh called out again, some- 
what wearily. 

Her hair was tousled when she at last made her appear- 
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ance, as if she had pulled her dress hastily over her head, 
She held herself defiantly. But she was unable to control 
the tremor on her lips. 

Tears ran down the little man's cheeks. He looked like 
a pathetic little clown. “I followed you,” he kept repeat- 
ing. 

The woman said, “So what?” She was going to brazen 
this out, and Hugh wanted to slap her. “I’m through with 
you, anyway,” she said, 

Hugh shoved her toward the little man. “Get her out of 
here,” he told him, not unkindly, “Take her off the 
grounds. And don’t let me see either of you around here 
again.” 

The little man tried to pull the shreds of his tattered 
dignity about him. “Maybe I don’t want her,” he said. 

“You wanted her enough a moment ago to try to kill 
a man. Take her out and get out,” Hugh said harshly. 

The little man took Ida's arm and pulled her outside. 

McHenry squalled, “You're letting him go scott free. He 
was ready to kill me. I demand—” 

“You fat hog,” Hugh said and he pushed contemp- 
tuously. The impact knocked the judge against the wall. 
“You want that woman’s husband prosecuted?” Hugh 
asked. Turning, he said to Clyde, “Go call the papers, I'll 
Keep the judge occupied until the reporters get here.” 

The judge’s fat, doughy face was beginning to melt 
and run. “No,” McHenry said, and he threw out a plead- 
ing hand. "I'm willing to forget it." He thought of pictures 
in the papers, and he was ready to go down on his knees if 
necessary, 

"Put on your clothes," Hugh ordered, "and I'll be 
obliged if your patronage is discontinued." 

McHenry's face was as broken as his will. He scram- 
bled into his shirt and coat, picked up his tie and bolted 
for the door. All he wanted to do was to remove himself 
from Hugh's blazing eyes. 
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Hugh wiped his forehead after the door closed. He said, 
“Jesus,” and it was more prayer than oath, 

Clyde shook his head. “Good God, Hugh. I rented him 
this room, I knew who he was. I didn't think—" 

Hugh slapped him on the shoulder. “How could you 
know?” 

Clyde muttered, “Hell, he’s supposed to be a respecta- 
ble man." 

Hugh said dryly, "Some of our best people will fool 
you that way." 

He handed the gun to Clyde. “Keep it as a souvenir, 
Both of us better get back to work.” 

Hugh returned to the bar where Johnny was dispensing 
drinks feverishly. They worked silently until the jam was 
cleared. Then Johnny asked, “What happened?” 

“Nothing,” Hugh grunted. “But it was close. That little 
guy was going to shoot that fat slob. I took the gun away 
from him and threw them all out.” 

Johnny shook his head. “You shouldn’t have stopped 
him.” 

“f I could've kept the motel out of it, I might not 

have.” Hugh grinned wanly. The incident was still too close 
for him to feel humorous about it, Then he said soberly, 
“Johnny, you spotted the trouble, I would have missed it 
completely.” Johnny had more than earned his rise in sal- 
ary. 
Johnny started to answer but at that moment the phone 
rang. He picked it up and listened a moment. Then, his 
face indicating caution, he handed the instrument to 
Hugh. 

Edie's angry words burst against Hugh's ear. She talked 
so fast he could not understand her. He tilted the receiver 
from his ear. “Easy, easy. Say it slower.” 

She said it coldly and distinctly. “Where have you been? 
Father and mother have been waiting on you for an hour.” 

He covered the mouthpiece with his hand and groaned, 
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He had forgotten all about the dinner. He looked at Jotin- 
ny and said, “I forgot a dinner the wife planned.” 

Johnny's grin was sympathetic, “You go ahead. I can 
handle it.” 

“Hugh removed his hand from the mouthpiece. “I'll be 
right home, honey.” 

She hung up without answering. Johnny saw the anger 
in Hugh's eyes and said, "It's no use fighting them. They 
think differently than we do." 

Hugh reached for his coat and headed for his house. 

Edie met him at the door and turned her face as he 
tried to kiss her. His lips brushed her check. Her stiffness 
did not help his anger. She said, "It must have been im- 
portant." 

He thought of a dead man lying in one of the motel 
rooms, He thought of a hysterical, screaming woman; of 
ambulances, police and reporters. None of these things 
had happened, but they could have, he knew. His pre- 
vention of them had been one of his most important ac- 
tions. He said curtly, “It was.” 

The older Tomlinson approached to stand behind Edie. 
A marble face would have held more warmth than his. 
His eyes were inquisitorial as they probed. Hugh for the 
first spot to put a hot iron. Mary Tomlinson sat on the 
sofa, anxiety lining her face. 

Tomlinson said, “We've been waiting quite a while for 
you.” 

“A rush at the bar,” Hugh said, removing his coat. His 
shirt was wilted, “I was helping out. I'll be with you as 
soon as I change my shirt.” 

“You were behind the bar mixing drinks?” Tomlinson 
said incredulously. 

Hugh said evenly, "I couldn't get another bartender, 
People won't stand around and wait. They'll go. where 
they can get service, Would you rather I turned them 
away?" 
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Tomlinson shook his head. “It’s management's place to 
supervise. A man lowers himself when he works with the 
help. We don't need a second bartender. If your man 
can’t do his job, get another one.” 

Hugh did not trust himself to reply. He stalked out of 
the room before he slipped the last restraint on his tem- 
per. When he returned, he was determined to make this 
meal as pleasant as possible. Mary and Edie carried the 
conversation. Tomlinson injected an occasional word, He 
was readying another thrust at Hugh who could see it in 
those frozen eyes. Tomlinson asked suddenly, “How 
did you let Hartsell talk you into that deal?” 

Hugh laid down his fork. “He didn’t talk me into any- 
thing. I saved fifteen hundred dollars on our steak bill for 
the next three months.” 

“The cold storage charges are free?” 

Hugh's collar was beginning to tighten. “Say the storage 
cost amounts to three hundred. That leaves us à net of 
twelve hundred. Four hundred dollars a month for the 
next three months. It takes a lot of food and drink to net 
that much." 

“Jt also ties up a lot of operating capital,” Tomlinson 
said. 

Mary Tomlinson said desperately, “Did you two 
know father has been made a deacon in the church? Just 
this week.” She beamed at her husband. 

Edie said, *That's wonderful, Daddy.” 

Hugh said in a dry voice, “Congratulations.” 

‘Tomlinson missed the irony in Hugh's voice. He made 
a deprecatory gesture. "It's an honor I'm afraid I don't 
deserve. But I'll work very hard trying to merit it." 

I bet you will, Hugh thought. Grind the help six days 
a week and turn saint on Sunday. He had made up his 
mind about this man. Tomlinson was a sanctimonious 
hypocrite. 

"Tomlinson said, *I worry about being in this business. 
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I know we have sinful people stopping here. I've told 
Glen to throw them out the minute he’s sure.” 

Hugh felt an overwhelming impulse to shock this fam- 
ily. He said, “I threw one of them out tonight.” 

Tomlinson fixed him with a penetrating gaze. “I'm glad 
to hear that. Did you know who he was?” 

“Judge McHenry.” 

Tomlinson dropped his fork. It clattered against his 
plate. “You're mistaken,” he said flatly, “It couldn't have 
been Judge McHenry.” 

Hugh had his shock reaction. He was beginning to en- 
joy this. “It was McHenry. He won't come back here 
again.” 

Tomlinson stabbed a finger at him. “Judge McHenry’s 
a respected man in the community. He's a pillar in our 
church. If you've insulted himn—” 

“You've got some weak pillars, then,” Hugh said. “I 
caught him in one of the rooms with another man’s wife. 
The man damned near shot him. We were lucky to get 
out of it with no publicity.” 

Mary Tomlinson gasped. Her hand snatched at her 
throat as she looked at her husband. “Not Judge McHen- 
ty, Sidney.” she said. “Hugh must be mistaken.” 

“Do you think I’m lying?” Hugh asked softly. 

Tomlinson answered for her. "No, but something’s 
wrong, I know the judge. That woman trapped him in 
some way. She made it look like—" Glancing at his wife 
and daughter, Tomlinson delicately let his words trail 


You sonofabitch, Hugh thought, blaming the affair on 
a nobody, Hugh was thoroughly enraged, 

Tomlinson refused to let the matter alone. “Too many 
loose, depraved women are permitted in the bar,” he said. 

“That woman didn’t remove the judge’s coat and shirt 
for him,” Hugh said. 

“When you stopped in the house the other morning,” 
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Tomlinson said doggedly, “you promised you were going 
to keep that kind of woman out of the motel.” 

“What I told you was that we were only going to rent 
a room once a night. That doesn’t stop somebody like 
McHenry from renting the room for the entire night,” 
Hugh said. “Are you implying that every woman who 
walks into that bar is loose and depraved?” 

‘Tomlinson nodded. “If she weren't, she wouldn’t be 
there.” 

Hugh pushed back his plate and stood up. "Those wom- 
en you're talking about are like your wife and mine. 
They'll go to bed with a man—with one particular man. 
If that makes them loose and depraved, we have a coun- 
try full of them.” Mary gasped again, Tomlinson’s eyes 
had the sheen of an icicle. Hugh dared not look at Edie 
as he turned toward the door and said his last words, 
“Tve got tọ get back to business.” 

As he left he heard Tomlinson remark, “Edie, I tried 
to warn you. He’s a very difficult young man.” 

While Hugh walked up the hill he thought, I could have 
handled Tomlinson differently. I could have shouted hal- 
Jelujah to everything he said. But Hugh was sickened 
at the thought of bowing and scraping before that kind 
of mentality. 

Johnny was working like a man trying to beat out a 
fire when Hugh walked into the lounge, The rush kept up 
until closing time, and then the late revelers had to be 
persuaded they did not need another drink. Hugh ushered 
out the last one and closed the door. He came back and 
watched Johnny count the cash register. God, Hugh felt 
tired. 

Johnny finished tabulating and sacked the money. He 
said, “The biggest night since I've been here. I didn’t 
say thanks for the raise.” 

“Forget it.” Hugh took the sack of money. This was 
tainted money, he thought sardonically, some of it spent 
by loose women, Tomlinson could drop it in the collection 
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plate. That would irradiate the money clean. He said, 
“Good-night, Johnny,” and he locked the money in the 
safe and lit a cigarette. He dreaded going home. 

His house was dark when he reached it. He unlocked 
the door and swore at it for squeaking. He undressed and 
climbed into bed. Edie lay on the far side, An electric 
tension in the air told him she was awake. "Edie," he said 
quietly, “I'm trying to run a business, a business I know. 
Your father’s ideas are archaic and outmoded. This place 
had slipped quite a bit even though it was still making 
money. I’m working for us, Edie. I can do what I’m talking 
about if I'm left alone. I'm trying to improve it’s whole 
tone and class and increase the sale of its profit-making— 
otherwise it'll stagnate.” 

“Did you have to say those awful things to him?” she 
said. 

Hugh thought there was a sniffie to her voice. “When a 
man makes the ridiculous statements he did, he can expect 
to have his toes stepped on,” he said. 

“But he’s my father.” The sniffe was more pronounced. 

She wasn’t quite weaned yet, he thought. *I'm not ask- 
ing you not to love him. I’m asking you to use your head, 
to see things the way they are. You're going with me all 
way, Edie, or you don’t take the first step.” He said it 
softly, but his was a stubborn challenge. 

The seconds seemed very long. Finally she wailed, 
“Hugh,” and she flung herself upon him. She pressed her 
face against his and he felt the wetness of her cheek. 

He had won this time, but what would the next problem 
bring? He had meant what he had said, Either she was 
with Hugh all the way, or not a step. He wished he could 
control Tomlinson this easily. "I couldn't live. without 
you,” she whispered, 

He pulled her face to him and kissed her hard. The old 
Magic was there, He wasn’t nearly as tired as he thought 
he was, 
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O'BmreN was scared when he walked into the Hotel 
Carlton suite. For a week he had been trying to see Clarise 
Dutton, She was one hard baby, and he knew it. But he 
was sure he had information she wanted. If he handled 
things right, he might retrieve his old job. 

Clarise glanced up from her desk. She wore horn- 
rimmed glasses and a tailored suit. She looked tough and 
O’Brien knew she was. 

She removed her glasses and stared at him. O'Brien 
tried to keep his worry from showing. It was hard for him 
to imagine anybody getting this woman into bed. She 
seemed about as soft as a chunk of pig iron. But every- 
body said she had had the hots for Hugh Barstow. If the 
talk was true, O'Brien was going to do himself some 
good. 

“What do you want?” she said impatiently. “What’s this 
information you have that’s supposed to be so import- 
antto me?" 

"I'd like to have my old job back," he said, “Barstow 
fired me." 

Fury crossed her face. “What makes you think I give 
à damn about you or Barstow?" 

He said slyly, “I thought you'd like to know where he 


Clarise Dutton wanted to deny she had any interest in 
Barstow's whereabouts. On the other hand, she wanted 
Hugh back, He meant more to her than any other man. 
Sometimes she lay awake at night taut with frustration, 
and she hated Hugh in her delusion that he caused that 
frustration. 
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“Where is he?” she said, trying to make her tones 
casual. 

"Do I get my job back?" O'Brien said doggedly, 

Obviously, as she saw, he too hated Hugh Barstow. 
That hatred might be put to later use. She shrugged. “All 
right,” she said, “you've ot your job. Where is he?” She 
was quite aware that her agreement to give back O'Brien 
his job did not constitute tenure, She could kick him out 
again any moment she chose. 

“Tl do you a good job, Mrs, Dutton,” he said with 
Pathetic gratitude, 

She made a weary gesture, “Where is he?” she said 
harshly. 

“He’s running the Snug Haven Hotel. It’s on the high- 
way at the edge of the city.” 

Her eyes narrowed. She had a hotel person’s contempt 
for anything involved with a motel, Running one was a 
lesser job for Hugh, she considered. Why would he do 
so? She asked carelessly, “What’s the big attraction out 
there?” 

O'Brien kept his face straight with an effort. “I don’t 
know, Mrs. Dutton, unless it’s his wife. She’s the daughter 
of the guy who owns the motel," 

Her fury spilled over and she said shrilly, “Get out, 
Goddamn you. Get out.” 

He retreated to the door, “My job, Mrs, Dutton,” he 
pleaded, 

She started to tell him he knew what he could do with 
her promise, but then she reconsidered. “See Roister,” 
she snapped as she slammed the door in O'Brien's face, 

Clarise stomped around the room, A spike heel buckled 
and her ankle twisted, She tore off the offending shoe and 
threw it across the room. If she could sink her fingernails 
into Hugh Barstow's face, she would tear it to ribbons. 

Her reflection in the mirror stopped her short. Her hair 
was down around her face, and her-mouth had an ugly 
twist. She began. to bring herself under control, No man 
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had ever ditched her, she thought, and Barstow wasn’t go- 
ing to be the first. Marriage. She sneered at the word. It 
had never stopped her before. He had probably married 
some dewy-eyed young thing, and he had probably al- 
ready seen what a mistake it had been. Undoubtedly he 
was comparing the young thing's ineptitude with Clarise 
Dutton’s practiced accomplishments. When he would 
encounter Clarise, he would come running, his arms flung 
wide in welcome. ` 

She smiled at herself in the mirror. She knew what she 
could do. She knew the power she had over men. 


Hugh passed the registration desk and asked, “What’s 
wrong with you?” 

Clyde seemed befogged. He shook himself and said, 
“Hugh, you know I've seen a lot of beautiful women." 

Hugh grinned. “Are you bragging or apologizing?” 

“Im trying to tell you I just saw one that tops them 
all. God, what a dish." Clyde started to reach for the regis- 
tration cards when the phone rang. He listened, then 
said, “Yes, ma’am. He’s here now. I'll send him down 
right away.” He hung up and looked at Hugh sourly. 
“Some people were born lucky. She wants the manager 
to come down. She doesn’t deal with common people like 
me, She’s in Seventy-seven. I’m telling you, boy. Run, 
don't walk." 

Hugh's mind was filled with too many other matters. 
“Send Glen,” he said. 

Clyde was appalled. “My God, that’s sacrilegious. 
Glen’s not around.” 

Hugh said, “Oh, hell,” and started for the door. These 
important dames gave him a pain. She had some minor 
complaint and no one but the manager could take care 
of it. 

He knocked on Seventy-seven. He froze as the voice 
said, “Come in.” But the voice simply had a familiar 
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ring, he told himself. Nevertheless, he had begun to sweat 
as he opened the door. 

“Jesus, no,” he said in anguish. Clarice Dutton stood 
before the floor lamp, and the robe she wore disguised 
nothing. He could see the alluring lines of her legs, the 
Sweet smell of her belly, the—He interrupted his survey; 
with luck, he felt, he might find his way back to her face, 

“Hugh,” she said demurely in a small voice, "aren't you 
glad to see me?" 

“What are you doing here?” he said harshly. 

"I rented a room," she said, looking puzzled. “Why, 
Hugh, I don’t think you're glad to see me. I needed a 
vacation. I needed to get away.” 

“And you just happened to pick this place.” 

She nodded innocently, her eyes dancing. Her fingers 
played with the tie at the throat of her robe. Hugh, hyp- 
notized, watching the bow loosen, 

He shook himself and yelled, “You can’t stay. Pack up. 
Right now.” 

“I only came to renew old friendships, Hugh. And to 
meet your wife,” she said. A hollow groan escaped him. 
“Why, Hugh,” she continued, “don’t tell me you didn’t tell 
her about us.” She giggled suddenly. “We could compare 
notes. Maybe I can tell her some things that would help 
her.” 

He should have told Edie, he knew. But it would have 
been so hard to explain anyone like Clarise. 

Her bow was untied. The two strings of the tie dangled 
loosely. A few buttons held the robe together. 

Big Bad, Clarise’s cat, strolled out from the bathroom. 
It sat down and regarded Hugh balefully. The senior 
Tomlinson, Hugh thought with a sinking stomach, would 
have battened on this little scene. He would have broken 
records racing to Edie. Hugh groaned at the picture. 

The top button of Clarise's robe was open. Hugh saw 
the upper swell of her breasts. Another button, and they 
would be exposed. Somebody might come along at any 
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minute and find him here. He felt trapped. He heard him- 
self say wildly, "Clarise, if you cause me any trouble, I 
swear—" He broke off and plunged for the door. Her 
laughter followed him. He would hear it all night, he 
would hear it in his dreams. It wasn't the kind of laughter 
that made for sound sleep. 

Edie would have to know about Clarise, Hugh thought 
morosely. How did a man explain Clarise to another 
woman? The woman would look at Clarise and think, he's 
lying, no man gives up something like that. 

But the explanation would have to be made, Hugh felt. 
And it would be a lot wiser if Hugh told Edie himself. 
Furthermore, he would have to time the explanation for 
the proper psychological moment—he had to make Edie 
believe him. t 

He passed Clyde at the desk and was deaf to the latter's 
words. 

“Hugh,” Clyde called again. 

Clyde’s voice finally penetrated, and Hugh turned his 
head. 

Clyde scanned Hugh's face. “Boy,” he said. “She got 
to you, too, didn’t she?” 

‘An hour later, Clarise flowed into the lounge. She wore 
a black silk dress, and it clung to her like her skin, The 
garment had no back and very little front, It was à sen- 
sation. Every male eye in the place puckered. Every fe- 
male mouth thinned. 

She had the cat with her. Big Bad was on a leash, and 
he stalked ahead of her as he swiveled his head to survey 
the room for the next victim. 

A tall, thin man, who displayed too many dazzling 
teeth in his smile, hastily made room for Clarise at the 
bar, He was also moved to remark instantly about Big 
Bad, "That's a beautiful animal. I'm crazy about cats.” 
He stooped to pet Big Bad. “Don’t touch him,” Clarise 
said, 

Her warning had been uttered too late. A paw flicked, 
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and four keen knives worked. The thin man yelped and 
jerked back his hand. Stupidly he regarded four oozing 
scratches, 

“I tried to warn you." Clarise smiled sweetly at him, 
“He doesn't like strangers. He's my protection." 

The thin man pulled out his breast-pocket handkerchief, 
held it to his hand and muttered, “I’ve got to take care of 
this.” 

Hugh wanted to slink from the room but Clarise had 
already observed him. She sent him a glance and it car- 
tied weight, Too much weight. Hugh was afraid every- 
body in the lounge had seen him sag. 

Johnny served her a drink and then rejoined Hugh at 
the end of the bar. “Do you know her?” he asked Hugh. 

“No,” Hugh lied miserably. “But I’m going to have to 
edge her out of here.” 

“Why?” Johnny grinned. “She’d draw business, if we 
could advertise her as an attraction. Male business, any- 
way.” 

“I don’t want her around. Her kind cause trouble.” 
Hugh injected too much vehemence into his objection, and 
Johnny gave him a curious glance. 

“You're going to get your advertising, anyway,” Johnny 
said. “Hy Summers just came in.” 

Hugh groaned. Summers was the Herold’s roving photo- 
grapher, picking whatever subject struck his fancy. He 
looked for the routine, human interest stuff, and he was 
good. He always had a camera in his hands, or dangling 
from his neck. 

Johnny said, *He's spotted her.” 

Summer's eyes gleamed. He was a lanky man in a 
rumpled suit, His hat rode the back of his head, and he 
could never do anything with the tow cowlick that dangled 
over one eye. He marched up to Clarise, camera at ready. 
He snapped a shot and then asked, "Do. you mind?" 

She rewarded him with her best smile. "I don't mind at 
all," she said. "Won't it mean publicity for the place?" 
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“Jt sure will," Summers said. 

Clarise looked archly at Hugh. "I know management 
will be glad for all the publicity it can get." 

“How about leading the cat across the floor a couple of 
times?” Summers asked. He was happy in his work. A 
broad grin crinkled his face as Clarise followed Big Bad's 
slinking walk. Either animal was eye-catching. Together, 
they belonged in a cage. 

Hugh admitted grudgingly to himself that the shots 
would be excellent publicity. 

Summers took a half-dozen snaps. “Look in tomorrow 
morning’s paper,” he said as he left the lounge. 

Hugh shuddered as he caught sight of old Tomlinson 
standing just beyond the door to the lounge. Tomlinson 
was quivering with suppressed anger. Hugh hurried to- 
ward him. He wanted to usher Tomlinson outside before 
Clarise realized there was any connection between the 
older man and himself. 

Tomlinson exploded the moment they stepped outside, 
“What's that woman doing in there?” he wanted to know. 

“J don’t know. She just walked in. I've been watching 
her pretty closely. She’s behaving herself. The customers 
enjoy watching her.” 

"She's the kind of woman I was talking about. It's dis- 
graceful, her being here," ‘Tomlinson said acidly. 

It’s worse than that, Hugh thought frantically. If you 
only knew. 

“That was Hy Summers, taking pictures of her, wasn't 
it?” Tomlinson continued. 

Hugh nodded. 

“J want those pictures stopped,” Tomlinson demanded. 
“You hear me?” 

It was an impossible order, Hugh thought. Nobody 
ever took a good picture from Summers. 

A thought struck Tomlinson, and he said, “She’s not 
staying here, is she?” 

“J don't think so,” Hugh said weakly. 
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“TI check the registrations,” Tomlinson said, zeal all 
over his face, Here was sin, here was something to fight. 
“You go back and get her out of the lounge,” he ordered. 

Hugh nodded wearily. Everything was gone, he thought, 
A man could work his guts out, he could be the smartest 
cookie in the world, he could make big plans and set 
about them efficiently. And none of it was any good un- 
less he had timing, Timing was the most important ele- 
ment of success. He didn't have the timing of a jackass. 
He returned to the lounge, but Clarise had left, "Where 
did she go?" he asked Johnny. 

“If I knew, I'd follow her," Johnny said and grinned. 
“She left right after you and the old man did." His tone 
altered as he watched Hugh’s face, He grunted, “The old 
man doesn’t like her being here?” he asked, 

“He doesn’t like it.” If Clarise had followed him and 
Tomlinson outside, Hugh thought, then she had no doubt 
seen them talking. Clarise could add two and two about 
as fast as anyone Hugh knew. Tomlinson might be able 
to throw her out, but he couldn’t shut her up. And what 
she said would pull down Hugh’s house of cards. 

One course remained open. He could tell Edie about 
Clarise, But it had to be done right now. The story had to 
come from him. It had to be told simply and easily. He 
knew there would be questions, and he had to answer 
them with frankness. Edie would understand. He would 
make her understand , . . 

When Hugh walked into his living room, Ann and 
Mary were there. Their combined presence could not have 
been any more stunning than the impact of a club, Edie 
smiled, but then she remembered she still was not entirely 
pleased with him. She had the natural stubbornness of 
woman, in addition to the unyieldingness of the Tom- 
linsons as a family trait. 

She said, "You look funny. What's wrong with you?" 

"Nothing," he said miserably. He couldn't tell her now 
about Clarise, he thought. He couldn't ask her to join him 
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in another room, where they could talk privately. Edie 
would inevitably interpret that as a slighting of Ann and 
Mary, which would be another snub to her family. Even 
if he could manage to talk to her privately, now, he 
doubted if she would take his story calmly. There would 
be some sort of an outbreak from her before he could 
settle her down, and he didn’t want Ann and Mary to 
have the slightest suspicion there was anything wrong 
between Edie and himself. Ann and Mary being here was 
the foulest kind of luck. ‘Timing again, he thought. He 
had it, but it was all bad. “Nothing,” he repeated and he 
left the room, He started back up the hill and in a few 
moments he was at his desk, where he stared dully at the 
far wall. His waiting for the ax to fall was pure hell. He 
would never subscribe to capital punishment again, no 
matter what anybody did. 


Tomlinson marched up to the door of Seventy-seven 
and hammered on it. All his righteous wrath was in that 
knock. The door vibrated. 

It opened, and a woman said, “Yes?” 

For a moment he was sure he was mistaken. This wasn't 
the woman, he thought, who had been in the lounge. That 
woman had been hard and brassy, and—well, indecent 
looking. This woman was soft and sort of helpless. She 
wore a cotton robe buttoned all the way to the throat. 
Her hair was in soft array about her face, and her face 
was clean of any makeup. He started to apologize when 
the cat strolled into view. The wrath rekindled in his eyes. 
Here was the same cat. 

She asked, “Won't you come in?” She knew this man; 
she had seen his picture. 

He nodded stiffly. He wanted to say a few things to 
her before he asked her to leave, In respect to her feelings, 
if she had any, it would be better to say those things as 
privately as possible, he felt. 
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He did not notice the smile move her lips as he stepped 
by her. She had done some investigating before driving 
out to Snug Haven Motel. This man was Hugh's father- 
in-law, a moral, uprighteous man. He was active in church 
work, and a less than disconcerning eye could register his 
do-gooder blatancies. Obviously, Clarise thought, he was 
Boing to ask her to leave. But he would be begging her to 
stay before she was through, 

Tomlinson caught a whiff of her perfume. He objected to 
perfume because of its sinful use. Women wore it only to 
attract men. But he had to admit this odor was pleasant. 
It was like the smell of distant flowers wafted on a gentle 
breeze, 

He turned and faced her, frowning at the digression 
his thoughts had taken. She looked at him earnestly. She 
had compelling eyes, he felt. It was hard to think clearly 
under their warmth. He cleared his throat, “Young lady, 
Tm the owner of this motel, I have to ask you to leave.” 
That was odd, he thought; he hadn’t intended addressing 
her as a lady. 

She sighed. “I was afraid that was why you were here, 
It's because of him, isn’t it?” She pointed to the cat, 
“Oh, I know he’s nasty and mean. But I won't give him 
up. He's all I have left.” She rubbed a knuckle under 
her eye, 

She looked so defenseless, so helpless, Tomlinson felt, 
He had to harden his facial muscles. “It’s not because of 
the cat,” he said, “Although we do have a rule—” 

“I know,” she said. “No pets. It’s the same everywhere 
I go. But I will not give him up. When I saw this es- 
tablishment, it seemed so quiet, so peaceful, that I knew 
I had found my place. I knew the man who built it had 
the soul of a great poet." 

Tomlinson's obdurateness was cracking. Tomlinson had 
never thought of himself as having the soul of a poet. “I 
built it,” he said proudly. “And I want to keep it quiet 
and peaceful.” 
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“Pil pack right away," Clarise said and she turned 
away. 

Tomlinson was sure he heard a sob from her. “Young 
lady, are you in trouble?” he said, 

She gave him a strained smile. "I'm a widow," she said. 

He could see the effort she was making to keep her 
face from dissolving into tears. It was terrible, he thought, 
to see someone who must have been badly hurt. “Pa 
sorry,” he said. “It happened not too long ago, I would 
guess." 

Her expression was guileless. “But how did you know? 
Oh, of course, I can look at your face and see you have 
a feeling for people. You hurt for them.” 

The last of his stiffness was gone, “And you're alone,” 
he said. 

“All alone.” Hers was a mournful echo. “I thought 
his family loved me. They didn't, Now I can't find any 
place that wants Big Bad and me." 

“That’s awful,” he blurted. 

She tried a brave, wan smile. “I did a foolish, almost 
wicked thing tonight. I dressed up and walked into the 
lounge. But I get so lonely to talk to people.” 

She wasn’t wicked, or depraved at all, Tomlinson vowed 
to himself. She was only lonely. What she had done was 
perfectly understandable, 

He smiled and said, “What you did wasn't so terrible.” 

“Wasn't it?” she asked eagerly. 

He shook his head. It would be a sin to turn out a 
poor, lonely wanderer, he thought. Didn't the Bible say, 
I was a stranger and you took me in? He said, “I was 
hasty, Mrs.—” 

She said, “Dutton. Clarise Dutton.” 

“Mrs. Dutton,” he said gravely. “It would be sinful 
‘of me to deprive you of the peace you seek. You stay 
here as long as you like. And if anybody bothers you, 
you let me know.” 

She seized his hand impulsively. “I knew the moment 
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T saw you, you were a wonderful man." She blushed and 
released his hand. "You don't know what talking to you 
has meant to me. If I could only talk to you when my 
spirits are low.” 

He had pouter pigeon blood in him, His coat was be- 
ginning to swell. “You talk to me anytime you wish,” 
he reassured her, “I might even drop by to see how you're 
getting along." 

“Oh, please do,” she said, 

He pressed her hand, “Good-night, Mrs. Dutton,” 

He closed the door softly behind him. He could not 
see her pick up the cat and dance about the room. He 
could not see her face convulse with laughter. 

When Tomlinson marched into Hugh's office, Hugh 
stared at him with dead eyes. The storm was coming, 
and there was no storm cellar, 

"I won't have her Persecuted,” Tomlinson shouted. 
“The poor, widowed thing. She is to receive every courtesy 
this establishment has to offer, Do you understand?” 

Hugh nodded dumbly. He listened to Tomlinson talk 
for five minutes about the troubles the brave, little thing 
had endured. Hugh said not a word in rebuttal. He was 
wise enough to know a reprieve when he encountered 
one, 

He shook his head after Tomlinson left, How in the 
hell had it all happened? He would never know, but he 
knew one thing for certain. His estimation of Clarise had 
risen sharply. If she could twist old man Tomlinson around 
her finger, she could do anything. 

He shivered suddenly. His reprieve wasn’t much, he 
knew. He still held a bomb in his hand, The only differ- 
ence was that it carried a longer fuse that he had first 
measured, 


The next morning, Edie picked up the paper. The pic- 
ture of Clarise and the cat were on the front page. She. 
looked at it and said, “Hmmmmm.” 
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Hugh's mind, busy with the day's schedule, required a 
second “Hmmmm’” for registration, 

“What are you humming about?" he said. 

“You didn’t tell me this picture was taken here last 
night." 

Hugh had not thought that the shot would appear in 
the paper so quickly. "What picture?" he asked. He knew 
what picture. 

She shoved the paper across the table toward him. “Do 
you think this is fayorable publicity?” 

Hugh studied the picture. The caption said, “Siamese 
cat thinks people do the funniest things.” If he were not 
so involved, Hugh would have been amused. Summers, 
the photographer, had caught Clarise in stride. Hugh had 
not noticed when she had been in the lounge last night 
that her dress had been slit on one side to well above the 
knee. 

“pl bet she's the kind of woman father was talking 
about,” Edie said. 

“Do you always make snap judgments like that?” Hugh 
said wearily. 

Edie flushed, “Well, I watched your face as you looked 
at the picture. You looked like you wanted to eat her.” 

“Oh, hell,” Hugh said helplessly. 

Her flush had a hotter color. She was angry now. “Talk 
about snap judgments. You're always criticizing my fam- 
ily. You quarrel with father, and you pick on Glen, And 
you don't know them." 

“Has Glen been crying to you?” 

“See?” she flared. “Yes, he was here last night. He said 
you treated him like one of the hired help.” 

Hugh grunted. "He's not as valuable as some of the 
help." 

Edie’s mouth was tight "And what's wrong with 
mother?” she said. 

*] haven't said anything was wrong with her," Hugh 
said, 
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She sniffed, 

Hugh certainly could not bring up the subject of Clarise 
now. Edie and Hugh sat across the table from each other, 
an icy wall between them. If Hugh would mention Clar- 
ise’s name now, it would be tantamount to Hugh's suicide. 
He told himself he was waiting for exactly the right time 
to tell Edie about Clarise. It was pitiful, Hugh thought, 
how fearful a man became when he loved a woman— 
fearful that the wrong word or the wrong motion would 
drive the beloved away. 

For the next week Hugh walked on eggs. He was sure 
that Tomlinson watched him with a hungry glint in his 
eye and that even Glen had a knowing look. 

Hugh could not turn around without seeing Clarise. She 
was in the lounge every night. Sometimes she talked to 
members of the staff. Once, Hugh observed her leave the 
kitchen. 

Henri kissed his fingertips and threw the kiss into the 
air, “Such a woman,” he exclaimed. “She is interested in 
everything.” 

Hugh was unable to warn Henri to exercise caution in 
connection with Clarise. He could not warn any of the 
staff. Whenever she appeared, stupid, fatuous smiles were 
the order of the day. Even Johnny was susceptible, and 
Hugh had thought Johnny had been born wise. 

Hugh wished he knew what her game was. She was 
making no more overtures to him. He shook his head 
worriedly. 

He sat down at his desk as the phone rang. It was ten 
minutes to five. He picked up the receiver and said, 
"Yes?" 

"Hugh," a feminine voice said. “I won't be in tonight, 
Jack says I have to quit.” 

“Sally, that puts me in a spot. You're not giving me any 
notice.” 

Sally was his lounge hostess, and her husband Jack had 
not liked the way a drunk had tried to paw her a few 
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nights ago. Even after the drunk had been ejected, Jack 
had not been appeased. 

“I can't help it,” Sally said, "I'd rather have my hus- 
band than the job." 

“You can handle anything that happens, Sally. You 
know that." 

“I Know it, Hugh. But Jack doesn’t. I'm sorry.” 

Hugh hung up and swore. He had several married wom- 
en working for him, He was glad their husbands did not 
drop by frequently. 

He would have to pick one of the waitresses to fill in 
as hostess. He mentally ran over the list, and not one of 
them exactly pleased him. Perhaps he had better talk over 
the matter with Johnny and let him select one that suited 
him. 

Hugh left the office and all but ran into Nora Morley. 
She gave him a shy smile. His face lit up. He had not 
thought of her. She was not a beautiful woman but she 
was quite attractive. She had auburn hair and gray eyes. 
She carried her neat, trim figure well. An evening dress 
would enhance that figure, Hugh thought. 

He had been doubtful about hiring her two weeks ago. 
She seemed a cut above the ordinary run of waitresses. 
But she had pleaded for the job. She had gone through a 
messy divorce and she had three children to support. He 
had listened to her and he had let his heart overrule his 
head, He was glad he had, for she had worked out well. 

“You're the one I’m looking for,” he said. He saw the 
flash of fear in her eyes and he smiled to reassure her. 
“Sally just quit,” he said. “Have you an evening or cock- 
tail dress?” 

It took her a moment to grasp his meaning and she 
paled. ^I couldn't," she said. 

"Why couldn't you? I think you'd be better than Sally. 
T'I make it worth your while, Will you do it for me?" 

She stared at him and color stained her cheeks, She 
avoided his gaze as she said, “I'll try.” 
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"Good girl" he said heartily. "You go home and 
change.” He could find another waitress on short notice 
more easily than a hostess. 

He forgot about Nora Morley until he saw her in the 
lounge an hour later, She wore a green cocktail dress, and 
it brought out the highlights in her hair. The neckline was 
not shamelessly cut but still it was low enough to pro- 
voke a man's attention. 

He said dryly, "You hid your talents pretty well." He 
saw the flush stealing into her cheeks again, He patted her 
hand. “If you run into any trouble, you just call for me.” 

He looked in on her every now and then. After an hour 
she was beginning to loosen up. She was even managing 
badinage with the male customers. Hugh felt pleased with 
himself, 

He was moving toward the restaurant when a heavy 
hand slapped him on the back, That was Brannigan’s 
trade mark. Hugh caught his balance and turned an angry 
face. “Brannigan, how many times do I have to tell you 
to cut that out?” 

Brannigan grinned. “Hugh, old pal. You're not object- 
ing to a greeting from a friend, are you?” 

Friend, hell, Hugh thought sourly. He was under county 
law and Brannigan was a county sheriff. Hc dropped in 
frequently to see that law and order were being observed. 
lt was Brannigan's job. But his free-loading was not. 
Brannigan always wanted a steak and drinks. It would not 
be politic to turn him down. Anyone running a place like 
this stayed in the good graces of the sheriff’s office. If 
you displeased the sheriff, you were in trouble, It did not 
take very many raids from the sherifl’s office to influence 
people to go some place else. 

Brannigan was a short man, thick equally through the 
head and shoulders, His paunch was beginning to make 
him waddle, He had coarse features and heavy, meaty 
hands. He was offensively loud, and his booming laugh 
had several jarring notes in it, He was typical of many 
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men given a little authority. He was ignorant and loud- 
mouthed and overbearing. His badge was a stick he used 
to poke the world with. 

“I guess you want your usual steak," Hugh said. 

“Of course, I want my steak,” Brannigan boomed, and 
he sat down, “You hurt me, Hugh,” he continued, “You 
haven't offered me a drink.” 

It was a grave oversight, Hugh thought sourly—Branni- 
gan had been here all of two minutes. Hugh looked 
around, but every waitress was busy. "I'll bring one my- 
self," Hugh said, and he moved to the bar to order the 
drink. 

“Pll take it in, Hugh,” Nora said. 

Ordinarily this would not have been part of her job, but 
Hugh let her go. He wanted as little of Brannigan as 
possible. 

When she returned, Hugh thought her face was oddly 
tight. He asked her about it, and she shook her head. “It’s 
nothing,” she said. 

He turned and left the lounge. He had some paperwork 
he could do. In an hour Brannigan should be gone. 

When Hugh set foot in the lounge again, Johnny beck- 
oned to him. “Hugh,” he said, “Brannigan demanded 
Nora serve him all his drinks. She's been having trouble 
with him. She's been gone for several minutes, 1 was just 
about to look for them.” 

“T'I find them,” Hugh said quietly. He came on them in 
the corridor outside the kitchen, Brannigan had Nora 
pinned against the wall. One of his knees was pressed 
against her stomach, and his meaty hand held both her 
wrists. He was trying to kiss her, and she jerked her head 
from one side to the other. 

“Stop it,” Brannigan growled. “Who do you think you're 
kidding? You tramps are all alike.” 

Hugh took several long strides. Brannigan had no idea 
Hugh was near until a hand clamped his shoulder with 
considerable wrath. The hand jerked Brannigan and 
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slammed him into the opposite wall, His head rapped 
against the wall, and his knees buckled, He slid down the 
wall and sat on the floor, He stared up at Hugh with round, 
astounded eyes. 

“Get out of here,” Hugh raged. “Get out before I throw 
you out," 

Brannigan was unintimidated. "What's the matter, 
Hugh? You got that staked out all for yourself? I'm 
telling you the lousy bitch made a pass at me. I was just 
giving her what she wanted." 

"Open your mouth again," Hugh said, “I want an ex- 
cuse to kick your teeth out." 

"You're being an awful fool," Brannigan said. He stood 
up and dusted himself off. “I guess you know that." 

“Keep off these premises, Brannigan.” 

Brannigan sneered. “You think you can keep me out? 
Pve been good to you. I can change that. I'll be back." 
He swaggered down the short hall and turned the corner. 

Nora was crying hard. Between sobs she said, “I didn’t 
do anything. Everytime I brought him a drink he pawed 
me. He told me he noticed a leak in the ceiling here. He 
wanted me to see it so I could report it to you.” Hugh 
took her in his arms and patted her shoulder. “The awful 
things he said to me,” she went on, sobbing. “I didn't en- 
courage him. I didn't." 

“It’s all over,” Hugh said. "He won't be back. I promise 
you that," He had the feeling someone was watching him, 
and he lifted his head. Glen stood at the end of the hall, 
his eyes bulging. Hugh knew what Glen was thinking, and 
he called out sharply, "Glen!" 

Glen, showing a mixture of accusation and delight, 
whirled and bolted out of sight. 

Oh, God, Hugh groaned to himself. Glen wouldn't stop 
running until he reached Edie, Hugh thought. He wanted 
to go after Glen, but then he shook his head. He absolute- 
ly refused to burst into the house on Glen's heels to shout 
“I didn’t” to Glen’s “You did, too.” 
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Hugh gave Nora his handkerchief and watched her dab 
at her tears. “Do you feel like working the rest of the 
night?” he asked, 

She gave him a wan smile. “I acted like a school girl,” 
she said, 

He shook his head in denial "No, you didn't. He'd 
scare anybody." 

“J want to work,” she said. “I'll be all right after I wash 
my face.” 

He patted her hand and he slowly made his way out- 
doors, He lit a cigarette and took a long draw. He was 
tired and depressed. He was a frightened little mouse rac- 
ing about in a maze, and he was knocking his head too 
often against hard walls. "Oh, hell," he said, disgusted with 
his self-pity. He had never before felt sorry for himself. 
He knew one thing. Edie was going to see this as it had 
happened. 

The house was ablaze with lights. He let himself into 
the living room and Edie whirled to face him, “Well?” 
she demanded. 

“Well, what?” he said calmly. 

“Js that all you've got to say?” she said. “Glen was 
here,” she added unnecessarily. He nodded. “Haven't you 
really anything to say?” Edie shrilled. 

He said, reasonably, “If you'll calm down and listen, 
Tl tell you what happened.” 

“I'm listening," she said grimly. 

He told her what had occurred and he told her about 
Nora and the three kids she had to support. “Brannigan 
said some vile things to her,” Hugh explained. “I put my 
arms about her to stop her crying. Glen just saw the last 
of it.” 

Her expression did not relent. “You expect me to be- 
lieve that?” she asked scornfully. “I’ve seen the way you 
smile at every woman who comes in.” 

She was referring to a business smile—nothing more— 
and she knew it. He thought, she'll listen to Glen but she 
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won't listen to me. “I won't live with a jealous woman," 
he said harshly. 

Her face remained a hard mask. “What did you ex- 
pect?” she said, “Do you think you can do anything you 
please and that I'll take it?” 

He said wearily, “I don’t expect anything, Edie.” He 
turned and quit the house. His mind picked feebly at the 
problem of how to make up this quarrel. He had told her 
exactly what had happened, and she hadn’t believed him. 
Maybe she wouldn't let herself believe, which could be a 
form of striking back at him because of his attitude toward 
her family. Even so, she wasn’t justified. There was a point 
when a man had to take a stand against a woman—even 
if she were his wife. If he gave in to her when he was 
right, he would be giving in to her the rest of his life. Edie 
had to work through her unwarranted jealousy and her 
Over-concern for her family the best way she knew how. 
He could give her no help. What if she doesn’t work out 
of it, a lonely little voice whispered to him. That was a 
distinct possibility, he told the little voice. 

Hugh had other problems. In the bar, Johnny’s worry 
showed, “Dan Whitmore just called,” he said. “He wants 
you down at his office right away. Nora told me you threw 
Brannigan out.” 

"Shouldn't I have?" Hugh asked harshly. 

Johnny sighed. *He's one of Whitmore’s deputies.” 

Which was Johnny's way of warning Hugh that Whit- 
more would back up Brannigan. Hugh thought about it as 
he drove to Whitmore's office. It couldn't happen. Dan 
was a fair man, 

The dispatcher in Whitman's outer office looked. up 
from his work at Hugh. He said coldly, “Dan's waiting 
for you.” 

When Hugh appeared in Whitmore’s office, Whitmore 
stared at him impersonally. Brannigan's chief was a big 
man with a tired droop to his shoulders. The gray in his 
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hair looked younger than his face. "What have you got 
to say for yourself?" Whitmore said. 

Brannigan sat beside Whitmore's desk. He grinned at 
Hugh. 

“What does your deputy say?” Hugh snapped. 

“A tramp made a pass at him. When he accepted the 
invitation, she turned coy, He thinks she made the pass to 
stir you up a little.” 

*He's a liar," Hugh said dispassionately. 

Ugliness narrowed Brannigan’s eyes. He said softly, 
“You're developing a fat mouth, Hugh.” 

Whitmore waved him quict and he rasped at Hugh, 
“What's your side?” 

“J don’t hire tramps, Dan. You know that. This girl's 
trying to support three kids. Have you ever had any 
trouble at my place?" 

Whitmore glanced at Brannigan and pulled at his lower 
lip. He was debating something. Finally he said to Hugh, 
“You laid hands on Brannigan?” 

“I pulled him away from the girl. He was hurting her." 

“He knocked me down,” Brannigan said. “I thought he 
was going to kick my head off.” 

Whitmore said angrily, “Will you shut up?” He looked 
at Hugh, “Did you order him to stay out of your place?” 

“Yes,” Hugh admitted. 

“Who the hell do you think you are? He's an officer of 
the law. He'll go anywhere his duty takes him.” 

“J was wrong there, Dan.” 

Whitmore was seeking a compromise, Hugh could see. 
But authority had been flaunted and Whitmore had some- 
how to reassert the authority, 

“Brannigan will look in on your place any time he 
thinks it’s necessary,” Whitmore said. “Don’t ever touch 
him again.” 

“Yes,” Hugh said woodenly. 

“You've never given us any trouble before, Hugh,” 
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Whitmore said. "I'm remembering that. I don't expect any 
trouble in the future. Remember that." 

“T will,” Hugh said fervently. "Good-night, Dan." 

He walked to the front door, and Brannigan followed 
him. He said, "Hughey, old pal, I'll be around to see you 
pretty often." 

“You'll be welcome any time,” Hugh said. “But touch 
that girl again and TII give Whitmore a line on your free- 
loading. I imagine some of the other places along the 
highway will be glad to confirm." 

"You do like to make it tough on yourself, don't you, 
boy?" Brannigan said. 

Hugh swung into his car without reply. Now he had 
three people waiting for him to make a misstep—Tomlin- 
son, Glen, Brannigan. And there was one more—Edie. At 
the moment, Hugh thought, she would give him credit for 
nothing. And he had been seeking a favorable time to tell 
her about Clarise. He chuckled grimly. That time would 
never come. And there was still another watching him— 
Clarise. 

He had more eyes on him than there were lids for, 


8 


Huon drove back to the Snug Haven, where the light in 
the lounge was out. He had spent more time in Whitmore's 
office than he realized. He started to park the car when 
its headlights caught Nora emerging from the front door. 
He opened his door and called, “Nora.” She stopped, but 
he saw her indecision. “It's Hugh,” he said. He heard her 
little gasp of relief and then she came to the car. “Where 
were you going?” he asked, 
“Home.” 
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*Walking?" He frowned. "At this time of night?" 

She smiled, "When Sally quit I lost my ride. The cab 
company said it would be a half hour before a cab could 
be sent. I didn't want to wait. It really isn't far," 

“How far is it?” 

She hesitated, then said, “Two miles.” 

“Get in,” he said. She demurred, but he said, “You're 
not walking any two miles ut this hour.” 

“J don’t want to put you to any trouble, Hugh.” 

“You're not.” His voice was gruff. 

She was silent for a few seconds, then she asked, “Did 
you get into trouble with the sheriff because of me?” 

He shook his head. “No trouble. Brannigan won't both- 
er you again.” 

She was obviously tired as she slumped against the 
seat. It was a beautiful night. The flow of the breeze 
fhrough the open windows was soft and caressing. The 
moon was full and luminous. 

He asked abruptly, “Do you want to go straight home, 
Nora?” He was lonely and tired. She was lonely and tired. 
It was an invisible thread, but strong. It kept drawing them 
together. 

She gave him a startled glance. He thought she was go- 
ing to refuse, but then she murmured, “I can’t stay away 
too long.” 

He was somehow more than aware of her. He told him- 
self angrily that all he wanted to do was to talk to her. He 
needed a sympathetic ear. That was all. 

He found a spot on a high bluff. From its height they 
could see the street lights of the sleeping city. Hugh had 
never felt so alive and restless. He offered her a cigarette 
and lit it and said, "How come when a man tries his best, 
his every step is misunderstood?” He grinned bleakly. 
"Im not trying to tell you my wife doesn't under- 
stand me." 

Her fingers touched his arm lightly. “I know,” she said. 
The silence fell again, but it was hardly a peaceful one. “I 
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never thanked you for what you've done for me," she 
said after a while. 

"Forget it." 

She shook her head, "You don't forget something like 
that. Just when it seems every door is closed, one opens 
Tor you. You see a light and the darkness is gone. It will 
happen for you." 

He turned to face her. “Will it, Nora?” 

“Tt will,” she said positively. “You're working too hard 
and too many people are fighting you. They'll change once 
they realize what you're trying to do." 

With an attempt at humor he said, “You're not fighting 
me, are you, Nora?" 

“No,” she said passionately, 

He had no idea of how it happened, and he could have 
sworn he had had no such intent, But she was in his arms. 
His mouth demanded, and her hungry lips, answering, de- 
manded in turn. 

He kissed her eyes, her cheeks, her throat, and then 
his lips moved down to the gap of her blouse. His hand 
covered her breast, and she moaned, “No, Hugh, no.” 

But her voice was devoid of real protest. His hand 
slipped into her bra and cupped the warm softness there. 
Her torso moved convulsively. Her nails dug into the back 
of his neck. 

He touched the flesh above her hose, and electricity 
leaped from flesh to fingertips. His hand moved upward, 
and she whispered, "Wait a minute." 

She pulled her skirt above her waist, and Hugh heard 
the soft rustle of a garment removed. She left the skirt 
where it was. Then her fingers caressed and kneaded him 
and no man could have ignored her pulsing demand. Her 
insistent mouth never left him. 

Their actions were frenzied, as if each wanted to de- 
Stroy the other. Such violence was inevitably short- 

_ lived—and in a few seconds, quivering, she slumped 
against him. He thought she was crying, but when she said, 
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“Hugh,” her voice was firm enough. There was some kind 
of a plea in her tone he was unable to fathom. 

He turned his head as she rearranged her clothing. He 
stared ahead and thought himself a fool for having per- 
mitted this sort of thing to happen. 

Nora said in a low voice, "It wasn't any good, was it, 
Hugh?” 

“No,” he said honestly. “It wasn’t.” Raw passion alone 
was never any good, he thought. The explosion between 
Nora and himself would never have happened had it not 
been for the misunderstanding he had had with Edie. A 
man can get so on edge, so lonely. . . “Nora,” he said, “it 
was my fault. I don’t know how it happened—” 

“Ah, no,” she said and pressed his hand. “It’s a fairly 
common trap, Hugh. We both fell into it.” A strange 
wondering smile curled on her mouth. “I did the same 
thing the man I divorced did, the same thing I blame 
him for. I wouldn’t try to understand the wherefore of what 
happened between us, Hugh. I do know this—every wom- 
an thinks she’s more than enough for any man. When she 
learns she isn’t, her ego is crushed. Maybe there was a 
little revenge in me, maybe I was striking back. Or we 
could both have been trying to prove something to our- 
selves.” 

He puzzled over her words. She was lonely, he was 
lonely. Could a fear be in the backs of their minds that the 
loneliness would persist unless cach proved their attractive- 
ness? He frowned and shrugged. He had one thing to be 
grateful for. The word ‘love’ had been omitted from the 
conversation. 

“But don’t confuse yourself, Hugh,” she continued. 
‘Nothing really happened. I'm the same woman I was. 
You're the same man. I don’t feel soiled or degraded.” 
She paused, and then resumed. “Still, I don’t think I'll be 
in tomorrow night.” 

“No,” he said quickly, “You said neither of us have 
changed. All right. For a moment we were two different 
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people. The moment doesn't exist any more. Can't we 
leave it there? I need you, Nora." 

She understood the need, which had nothing to do with 
@ personal relationship. "If you can let us go back, 
Hugh. If you can treat me only as someone working for 
you..." She gazed at him a long moment. “All right, 
Hugh." 

He thought a woman must absorb this sort of an ex- 
perience more easily than a man because if she were 
puiltridden, he saw no sign of it. He sighed and said, 
“Tm glad.” 

“Take me home,” she sad gently. . . 

When he dropped her off at her house, she seemed 
quite at peace, and he asked with rare insight, “Are you 
going to call your man?” 

“I don’t know yet. But my bitterness is all gone.” 

He watched her until the door closed behind her. The 
evening, he knew, had brought her something. He had 
seen it in her eyes. If there were any gain for him too, 
he was as yet unaware of it. He remembered Nora’s 
words about a woman’s hurt ego. He wondered if Edie 
could ever comprehend that. The bog of his relationships 
felt more treacherous to Hugh than ever. And every step 
he took seemed to ensnarl him the more. 


Hugh dreaded to go into the lounge the following night. 
But Nora greeted him as if nothing had happened. He saw 
No guilty flush, no downcast eyes, He managed to whisper 
a “Thank you,” and she nodded. 

She said, “The blonde’s in here again. The two men with 
her are beginning to argue.” 

He glanced toward an end booth, Clarise sat at a 
table with two men. One of them was Jim Morris. He 
owned a sales outlet for a chain-link fence product. Hugh 
was unfamiliar with the other man. 

“Over her?” 
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“Yes. I thought you might like to stroll by and calm 
them down." 

He reached the booth just as Morris exploded. “Shove 
off,” Morris said to the younger man. “Nobody asked you 
to sit down," Morris, nearing fifty, was ordinarily a gen- 
tle and patient man, He was neither now. But the other 
man was younger by a good twenty years. He had the 
shoulders of a lumberjack, and he had six inches and 
forty pounds on Morris. Morris had to be crazy or drunk 
to start an argument with him, Hugh decided Morris was a 
little of both. 

The younger man said, “Why don’t you get lost, dad?” 

Hugh laid his hand on Morris’ shoulder and exerted 
pressure to keep the older man in his seat. Hugh was quite 
sure Brannigan would be in tonight, and if he chanced it 
on a fight, he would drag Hugh down to the office for 
breaking the peace. To Clarise, Hugh said sharply, “I 
want to talk to you.” Both men were somewhat taken 
aback by Hugh’s unmistakable air of authority and neither 
made demur. The younger man, though, grinned at Clar- 
ise and said, “Don’t go far.” 

Hugh led Clarise to the other end of the lounge. This 
was the second near fight she had caused. In a tone that 
permitted no alternative, Hugh said, "Clarise, I want you 
to leave." 

She looked at the clock on the wall. It was a quarter to 
eight, Earlier in the evening Tomlinson had said he wanted 
to talk to her tonight. It would be his fourth visit, she 
toted up. All the old fool did was talk. He was always 
punctual. He would be there at eight. “I’m leaving, Hugh,” 
she said, “Right now. I’ve got a date.” 

“You're checking out of the motel," he said. “Or PH 
put you out.” 

She saw the glint in his eye. He meant it. He was 
suddenly exhibiting bravery, she thought. Could he have 
disclosed all to his wife? Clarise snickered to herself. If he 
had told and been forgiven, fear was no longer chaining 
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him. But she looked at him with a mocking smile, With 
Tomlinson as instrument, Clarise thought, she was going 
to handcuff Hugh with such finality that he would be un- 
able to raise an eyebrow at her, let alone a hand. “Hugh,” 
she said, “you fret too much.” She waggled her fingers at 
him as she left. 

Hugh burned, Tomorrow morning, he decided—she 
goes out tomorrow morning. Regardless of the conse- 
quences. 

He walked to the bar to tell Morris and the young 
man he wanted no more trouble out of them. They were 
having a drink together. With Clarise gone, both of them 
had returned to normal, 

Morris shook his head. “I don’t know what got into me, 
Hugh. You know I don’t make trouble.” 

The young man said, “It’s my fault. Sometimes I get 
mouthy.” 

Hugh left them wrangling amiably over who would buy 
the next drink. 

Brannigan ambled in five minutes later. He had a 
scowl on his face as he stalked through the lounge and 
restaurant. He hated the peaceful scene he encountered. 
Hugh had had timing on this one, but it had been shaky, 
he thought. The shakiness of it kicked a hole right in the 
bottom of his stomach, 


Tomlinson looked furtively about him as he approached 
Mrs, Dutton’s unit. There was nothing wrong in visiting 
poor Mrs, Dutton, he thought, but he always felt guilty 
until the door closed behind him. He knocked softly, and 
she said, "Come in." 

He stepped inside just as she emerged from the bath- 
room. She was drying herself with a bath towel. 

She squealed at the sight of him and dropped the towel. 
His eyes bulged. He had never seen a woman like this. 
A roaring was in his head, and his knees trembled. He 
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tried to say something, but his tongue clove to the roof of 
his mouth. Her magnificent breasts, her long tapering legs, 
transfixed him. 

“Oh,” she wailed, and she ran into the bathroom, slam- 
ming the door behind her. 

Tomlinson felt he had embarrassed her and that he had 
to make amends. The picture of her nakedness, however, 
stayed immutable in his brain. He tapped on the door. 
“Mrs. Dutton.” 

Her voice was muffled. She must be crying, he surmised. 

“Oh, what you must think of me,” she wailed. “I for- 
got you were coming. My shoulder hurts. One of the 
maids was coming to rub it, When I told you to come in, 
I thought it was she.” 

“J want to apologize,” he said earnestly. “Please come 
out.” 

He had never known such an anxious, long moment. 
What if she never wanted to see him again? The thought 
frightened him. He was about to beg a little more when 
the door opened. 

As she appeared, she refused to meet his eye. She wore 
a discreet robe. She gazed at the floor, like a scared little 
girl. 

“T'm the one who should apologize," she said. “But my 
shoulder hurt so much I couldn't think of anything but 
getting relief.” 

“That’s awful,” Tomlinson said. “I’ve known that kind 
of pain. I wish I could be bold enough to suggest letting 
me rub it. I’m pretty good at it.” 

She looked at him doubtfully. “Would it be all right?” 

She was such a frightened little thing, he thought again. 
That shakiness in his hands was odd, though. “Of course, 
it would be all right,” he reassured her. “Can’t a friend 
do something for a friend?” 

She searched his face. Her fingers opened the top but- 
ton of her robe. “You're right, Mr. Tomlinson. You're 
always right.” 
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She slipped a shoulder out of the robe and turned her 
back to him. The shoulder had a beautiful curve, he ob- 
served with something less than objectivity. Why was his 
mouth so dry, he wondered. 

His fingers kneaded the pink flesh. "Call me Sidney," 
he said. 

“If you'd call me Clarise.” 

He was fascinated by the blood rushing to the spot his 
fingers worked on, When he lifted his fingers, the rosy color 
faded, 

Her voice sounded shaky. “You have such strong 
hands.” 

His fingers kept working. He hoped the ache was re- 
sisting his ministrations, Tomlinson, the masseur, wanted 
to continue, 

“It hurts clear down to my waist,” she said. 

“Let me at it,” he said, feeling young and virile. Thirty 
years had miraculously faded away from him. 

She unfastened more buttons, and the robe dropped to 
her waist where she held it. “Don’t you look,” she warned. 

“I wouldn't even think of it,” he said hoarsely. The 
quality of shock he had intended to inject into his voice 
was irrevocable. She had a beautiful back, he thought, and 
he wished he could turn her around, 

His fingers worked all over her back. Then even dipped 
down inside the robe and caressed the curve of her hips. 
But his hands were wearying. He asked, “Is that better?” 

“Ooh,” she sighed. “It feels so good I don't want you to 
stop.” She had to let him make every move. But she could 
call the shots, she thought. He did have strong hands. 
Sometimes these older men had a virility that could make a 
whirling dervish out of a female. * 

He said boldly. “I wish you hurt a trifle on the outgoing 
side, Clarise.” 

She giggled like a schoolgirl. “The things you say, 
Sidney. Maybe I do hurt a little there.” 

He grasped her shoulders and abruptly turned her 
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around. He regarded those magnificent breasts again, 
and his breathing rattled. His hands saucered the breasts. 
She tried to loosen his grasp, but her hollow efforts were 
effectively futile against his strength. In her struggles, she 
released the robe, and his hands plummeted to her stom- 
ach. His manhood, comatose for a decade, heard reveille 
and leaped to attention, 

“This isn’t right, Sidney. This isn’t right,” she murmured. 
She was talking, but Tomlinson was utterly deaf. 

He kissed first one breast, then the other—it was a 
time, for him, of global action. His erotic circumnaviga- 
tion of Clarise had greater significance for him than any 
astronautical feat. Besides, thought he, there were ways 
and ways of making it into orbit. 

He reached down and swooped her up. He staggered, 
righted himself, and carried her to the bed. She kept say- 
ing, “No, no, no,” which only the more inflamed his de- 
termination. 

He was panting when he lowered her to the bed. The 
exertion had painted his face an earthen color, His hands 
sprinted to strip his frame of clothes. 

“Sidney,” she said, and she lofted her arms. 

Despite his age, his performance was admirable, if 
somewhat brief, But, like brevity, Tomlinson’s awakened 
powers possessed superb point—to which Clarise found. 
herself, as sexually unbiased as she was, responding. Fur- 
ther, there was no man alive who could ever leave her 
behind. So that, as Tomlinson reached his climactic boost- 
er, Clarise was right there with him, In his younger days, 
"Tomlinson might have said that Clarise's spring gushed at 
his most manly pump . . . 

He lay beside her, his eyes glazed. He was limp with 
exhaustion. Yes, Clarise thought, the old man had satisfied 
her. It was over too quickly, but he hadn't been bad. 
She might have a thing or two to tell a gerontalagist who 
would want to listen. 
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She buried her face in his shoulder and wailed, “Oh, 
Sidney. How terrible of me." 

His hand weakly stroked. Her cynical curiosity won- 
dered how the sanctimonious old hypocrite would talk his 
way out of this fall of an ancient Adam. But she decided 
to give him an out—she shifted the blame to herself. “I 
couldn't help myself, Sydney,” she said. “You're so strong. 
And my loneliness—” She let him take it from there. Now 
she would be treated to his self-abasement and guilt, But 
her judgement was in error. 

He said soberly, “It wasn’t your fault. I wanted you." 
Wonder filled his voice, “I thought it was all dead.” He 
lifted his face, and there was awe in his eyes. “You know, 
J don't feel sinful. Not at all. It was meant to be this 
way. Or it wouldn’t have happened. Don’t you feel some 
greater power wanted it to be this way?” 

Laughter welled in her throat. Oh, brother, she thought. 
He could behave in any fashion he desired and still ap- 
pease his religion. That greater power he had referred to 
was Clarise Dutton. 

He pulled her closer to him. “Clarise. I feel exalted, puri- 
fied. Don’t you feel that way?” 

She said dutifully, “Yes, Sidney.” She thought scornfully, 
hell, he's had something he hasn't had for a long time. 
He feels like a man again. 

Suddenly, he yelped and jerked his arm away. He stared 
at four reddening lines running some six inches from his 
wrist up his arm. Big Bad sat at the foot of the bed, glaring 
balefully at him. 

“He scratched me,” Tomlinson said in a quavering 
voice. 

Clarise wanted to scream with laughter at the woe on 
the old fool's face. Big Bad was her stamp. The cat 
put Clarise’s mark on every man who touched the woman, 

“You bad, bad cat,” she scolded. “Sidney, don’t hate 
him. He's only trying to protect me, He doesn't want any- 
one to touch me." 
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He tried to beam at the animal but the candlepower of 
his forgiveness was too low, Nevertheless he managed a 
false heartiness. “Why, in that case I can overlook his 
action,” Tomlinson said. 

“Let me fix your arm.” Clarise cooed as she led Tom- 
Jinson into the bathroom. She washed off the scratches and 
kissed them. "Isn't that better?" she asked. 

“Oh, cat," he intoned with a glint in his eye, “where is 
thy sting?” Then Tomlinson roughly reached for Clar- 
ise, 

In a few moments Clarise Dutton was again arching 
with delight. She would have plenty to tell any old-age 
specialist, She grunted as Tomlinson proceeded somewhat 
more slowly with her on this occasion, and she gave him 
credit for a most ingenious use of a bathroom’s relatively 
cramped space. Restrictions, she found, could be quite 
ecstatic. She shook feverishly at the old man’s revelations. 
She was sweating as if she were in a steam room, and 

. She began to sound like a cat on a hot tin roof. As 
Tomlinson's actions were making her neck muscles bulge, 
and as the nipples of her breasts swelled to a peak of 
pleasure, her last prosaic thought was a casually triumphal 
one—now let Hugh Barstow try to put her out of Snug 
Haven. Because she had Sidney Tomlinson in the snuggest 
haven possible, and he would be the first to ejaculate at 
any notion of Clarise Dutton’s ejection. 


9 


Huan and Johnny managed to separate the two men be- 
fore blows could be exchanged, Hugh saw the craning of 
necks and heard the uneasy stir run through the restaurant. 
Much more of this, he thought, and the place would be 
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tainted with a bad name. He wanted the family trade, and 
à man would object to bringing his family into a known 
roughhouse. First, a few of the regulars would start stay- 
ing away. As the trickle swelled, his restaurant would 
drain proportionately. He would wind up with an empty 
room. 

He held one of the men, and Johnny held the other. 

"What's this all about?" Hugh demanded. 

One of the men said, "She accepted my invitation to 
dinner." 

“You're a liar,” the other snapped. 

Hugh looked at Clarise, seated at the table, and he 
asked, “Well?” 

She said there seemed to be something of a mix-up. 
Then her face brightened. “I know,” she said “why don’t 
all three of us eat together?” The two men glared balefully 
at each other. 

“None of you are going to eat together,” Hugh said. 
“Get your hats and leave.” 

“Now wait just a damned minute,” one of the men 
blustered. Hugh stared him down, and the man muttered, 
“All right, all right.” 

He and Johnny escorted the pair of potential combat- 
ants to the door. As they left, one looked back and rasped, 
"I'll never set foot in your place again.” 

“Good,” Hugh said. He heard a car door close and 
glanced around. Brannigan was alighting from his car. His 
nose quivered like a bird dog's on scent. 

He strolled over and said, “Sounded like an unhappy 
customer, Hughey. You got trouble here?” 

“No trouble,” Hugh said evenly. He was sweating in- 
side, This incident had been too close, he thought. Branni- 
gan wanted to find trouble here. If he kept popping in, he 
was going to find trouble. 

“See for yourself,” Hugh said, 

“I intend to.” Brannigan strolled toward the door. 

“That damned bitch,” Hugh muttered. 
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Johnny seemed shocked. "Y ou mean Clarise? She didn't 
cause. that trouble, Can she help it if every man who sees 
her makes a play for her?" 

“I thought you were smarter than that, Johnny,” Hugh 
said. 

Johnny’s eyes were angry as he turned and walked 
stiffly inside. 

I've got to get rid of her, Hugh thought. She goes. To- 
night. And damn the consequences, 

He lit a cigarette while he tried to find a solution to his 
dilemma. He was damned if he did and damned if he 
didn't. He picked the lesser of the two evils. He would 
have to make a clean breast about Clarise to Edie. If he 
could set to rights his relationship with Edie, he might 
then be able to pitch Clarise out, bodily, if necessary. Tell- 
ing Edie was a chance he had to take. Because the alterna- 
tive, his permitting Clarise's continued presence at Snug 
Haven, would be ruinous to the establishment—Brannigan 
would undoubtedly walk directly into a fracas Clarise 
would cause and which Hugh would be unable to prevent. 

He snapped away the cigarette and started for the door. 
Brannigan emerged before Hugh reached it. 

“Tt looks peaceful enough,” Brannigan said grudgingly. 

^I told you it was.” 

Brannigan poked him in the chest with a finger, *You 
know, Hughey old boy, I've got a feeling you're going to 
fall right on your ass one of these nights.” 

Hugh ignored him and returned to Clarise's table. 

"Pack up," he said. *I want you out of here by morn- 
ing.” 

She had a devilish smile. “Are you forgetting some- 
thing, Hugh? Something like your wife?” 

He said, “Come on. You can go with me while I tell 
her." 

She studied him curiously. He meant that, she knew. 
She murmured, "Little Hugh is growing some backbone." 
Her face darkened, and her mouth was an ugly line. “That 
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would be too easy an out for you, I don't care whether or 
not you tell her. I’m going to break you, Hugh. I'm going 
to stand by and watch everything you have fall to pieces. 
Maybe I might even buy this place." 

He laughed derisively. He said, “You heard me. Be 
ready to leave in the morning. I'll be by to see that you 
go." That threat was as futile as a sparrow against a tom- 
cat. 

“Why, you poor damned fool," she said passionately. 
“You just try to put me out. You'll get the shock of your 
life." 

He had an uneasy feeling. Still, he thought, if he were 
going to tell Edie, what could she do? "Remember," he 
said, “I'll be by in the morning.” Her laughter scraped his 
back like a piece of jagged glass as he left the table. 

On his way out of the restaurant he ran into Marvin 
Roister, who appeared deeply unhappy and highly har- 
assed. The thought ran through Hugh’s head that Marvin 
was here to hit him for a job. If that were so, Hugh wanted 
to find an even shorter word than ‘no.’ 

“Good-evening, Marv,” Hugh said. “Are you lost?” 

Roister’s face was stiff. “I’m looking for Mrs. Dutton, 
Can you tell me where she is?” There was a twist, Hugh 
thought. Roister carried a brief case and, apparently, he 
still worked for Clarise. Hugh would have bet money 
Roister could not have lasted a week with her. Obviously, 
Hugh would have lost. . 

Roister was impatient, "I have some important papers 
for her to see,” he said. 

Hugh pointed to the far table against the wall, He asked, 
“See her?” 

Roister did. His expression changed. He had a sickly, 
adoring look worn by boys when they first realize that 
girls are different. 

Hugh thought, the poor slob thinks he’s in love with 
her. She'll use him until she's tired of him, then snap him 
like a matchstick. Men were stupid. He saw proof of 
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that stupidity each time a man hovered about Clarise. 
Hugh wished he could tell Roister that, but instead he 
shrugged and left the restaurant. He was no mourner at 
Roister's funeral. 


Roister sat down at Clarise’s table. “You don’t know 
how much we've missed you, Mrs. Dutton, But we don’t 
want you returning from your vacation until you are 
fully rested.” 

Vacation, she thought bitterly. She was drinking harder 
and whoring around more than she ever had. Still, she 
couldn't say she wasn't interested in her work. It was de- 
lightful to chip away at the foundation of Hugh's planning, 
to see that foundation split a little more with each blow. 
Her final reward would come as she would observe Hugh’s 
face while he watched everything collapse into rubble. 

She said impatiently, “What do you want?” Her meal 
was nearly finished. She wanted to send for that cocky 
little cook and congratulate him. She also wanted to return 
to her room. Tomlinson was coming. Her call to him had 
insured that. 

Roister took a sheaf of papers from the brief case. 
“These need your attention, Mrs. Dutton.” 

Her anger mounted as she leafed through them. Roister 
could have taken care of most of this work, She held back 
irritated words. She still had some use for him, if only to 
run her errands. She said, “Give me your pen,” and she 
signed a pile of letters. Then dismissal was on her face. 

He flushed and tried to say something. She snapped, 
“Come on, come on. I'm busy.” 

He managed to blurt it out, “Mrs. Dutton, I don’t have 
to go home tonight.” His wife was staying at her sister's, 
across town, he explained. 

She said, “Oh, goody.” 

For an instant, he missed the sarcasm. His face lit up 
like a neon sign. Oh, God, he thought, he was going to be 
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able to embrace her again. His elation faded as he saw her 
hostility. He stammered, “I—just thought—” 

“Don't wear yourself out, Roister,” she said coldly. 
"Now if you'll let me finish my meal." 

He arose miserably. She was unyielding. He turned and 
slunk out of the restaurant like a dog sniffing for a whip. 

Clarise beckoned to a passing waitress. “Will you ask 
the cook to come here?” 

The waitress said frostily, “Is something wrong?” 

“Just do as you're told," Clarise snapped. 

Henri came to the table, his face anxious, “The meal is 
bad?" 

“It's wonderful,” Clarise assured him. “I have never 
eaten such delicious food. I can’t believe an artist like you 
is working here, The Waldorf wouldn’t be good enough 
for you.” 

He shrugged, but he was beaming. “Maybe I do not 
stay here long,” he said. 

You're closer to the truth than you realize, Clarise 
thought. “Do you know what I wish?” Henri bent nearer. 
He wanted to know. “I have an awful appetite.” She gig- 
gled. “I'm ruining my figure.” 

He surveyed as much of the figure as he could register. 
“Nothing could ruin it,” he murmured. 

She smiled at him. "Oh, you're sweet, But I want to tell 
you my wish, I become so hungry about midnight. I always 
wish I could have something delicious—prepared by you.” 

He glanced at his watch. It was ten o'clock. He had two 
hours. He said mysteriously, “Do not let go of your wish. 
Some night, it could come true.” He turned toward the 
kitchen. He walked very tall, trying to add an inch or two 
to his height. 

Her eyes were triumphant. Not some night, she thought, 
Tonight. She was aiming another blow, a blow at the most 
solid part of Hugh’s foundation. 

She left no tip for the waitress. That would teach her, 
Clarise thought. After she had returned to her room, no 
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more than five minutes had elapsed when she heard a dis- 
creet tapping. 

She admitted Tomlinson who, when he saw her mourn- 
ful expression, asked in alarm, “Clarise, what is it?” 

“I have to leave, Sidney, This place—” She hesitated. 
*You—have meant so much to me. I've been ordered 
out.” 

For a moment, he was speechless with indignation. 
“Who ordered you out? Why?” 

“Mr. Barstow, The only reason I can think of is that 
he dislikes me. Maybe it’s because he tries to talk to me, 
and I don’t want—” She covered her mouth with her 
hand, “Oh, I didn’t mean to’ say that. I know he’s related 
to you.” 

Tomlinson stalked about the room, his face working 
with anger. “Only by marriage. I tried to warn Edie about 
him. I'll show him just how big he really is.” 

She shook her head sadly, “You couldn’t stop him, Sid- 
ney. He’s told me his is the final word around here.” 

Tomlinson said, “He did, did he? I gave Edie forty-nine 
percent of this motel. Barstow got control of her share 
when he married her. My son Glen has the same amount, 
I kept two percent." 

"This was interesting information, Clarise thought. Hugh 
should have been smarter than to hang that kind of a 
sword over his head. 

She said, “Only two percent?” 

“You think it isn’t enough, don’t you? I kept it just to 
keep my hand in, But I can step back into running this 
place any time I want to. Glen will do just as I tell him. 
Till show you how helpless Barstow is.” 

“If you only could,” she said. She kissed him lightly. 
Her threat to Hugh about buying this place could turn out 
to be less than an idle one. She could do with Tomlinson 
as she wished. She had Hugh Barstow in her tight little 
grasp. If she couldn't break him one way, she could get 
rid of him in another. 
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"Tomlinson wanted to stay when she pushed him toward 
the door. "Tell him tonight. I won't sleep a wink, Sidney, 
until I know." 

“TIL see him right away.” He glanced at his watch and 
frowned. It was later than he thought. “I may not be able 
to get back," he said. His face brightened. “But I can call 
you.” 

The call wouldn’t be necessary, Clarise knew. She was 
aware of how helpless Hugh was. Nevertheless, she said, 
“You do that.” She closed the door after Tomlinson, She 
expected another visitor tonight, 


Lily, one of Hugh’s best waitresses, found him in his 
office. She had a right to look tired. All of his waitresses 
worked hard. She said, “Hugh, we can’t get our orders 
out of the kitchen. Some of the customers have waited 
nearly an hour. They're going to leave if we don’t give 
them some service.” 

“What’s the trouble?” Hugh said. 

She shook her head. “None of us can find out. You 
know how Henri is. We try to ask him but he only screams 
at us.” A 

Hugh sighed. “I'll take care of it, Lily." If Henri had a 
breakdown in the kitchen, why hadn't he notified the 
office, Hugh thought. But that was Henri. His tempera- 
ment forbade him to ask for help. 

Hugh walked into the kitchen. He had never been greet- 
ed by such a shambles. Every pot and pan in the room was 
dirty, Henri ran from the range to a table and back again. 
Two assistant cooks watched wide-eyed. 

“Henri, what the hell's going on?” Hugh asked. He 
glanced at the order slips piled up on the rack. “The cus- 
tomers are getting impatient.” 

“Poof,” Henri said for the customers. “Do not disturb 
me. Can't you sec I’m busy?” 

“Henri,” Hugh said angrily, “I want this mess straight- 
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ened out. Right now. If somebody's ordered something 
special that's taking all this time, drop it." 

Henri, eyes blazing, whirled on him. “You tell me how 
to run my kitchen? Maybe you would like to run it.” 

Henri was in one of his moods, Hugh recognized. No 
one could ever talk to him, let alone reason with him, 
when he was like this. 

Hugh retreated. “Henri, I’m expecting you to catch up. 
Nobody else but you could do it. Will you? For me?" 

“I have only two hands,” Henri muttered. 

Hugh left the kitchen. Pushing Henri harder would 
get Hugh nowhere, An appeal had always reached Henri 
before; Hugh hoped it would again. 

On his way back to his office, Hugh was puzzled. Why 
had Henri fallen so far behind in the first place? Hugh 
shook his head. Who knew that crazy Frenchman's rea- 
son? 

When he reached his office, Tomlinson was there pac- 
ing the floor. 

“Good-evening,” Hugh said as civily as he could. Tom- 
linson swung his head so abruptly that a lock of hair fell 
across his forehead. He raised his left hand to brush it 
away and Hugh saw the bandage on his wrist. “How did 
you hurt yourself?” Hugh continued politely. 

Tomlinson dropped his arm, His cuff slid over the 
bandage. “I bruised my wrist, I’m not here to talk about 
it.” 

But the glitter in his eye said he was here to talk about 
something, quite definitely. 

“Talk,” Hugh said, his civility gone. 

“Did you order Mrs, Dutton out?” 

“I did, She's making nothing but trouble.” 

“You're a damned liar,” Tomlinson shouted. 

Hugh’s eyes widened. Profanity from Sidney Tomlin- 
son? 

Tomlinson stabbed a finger toward Hugh. "You're not 
ordering her to do anything," he said. *I know why you 
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dislike her. She will have nothing to do with you. I had 
more than a premonition that you were that kind of man." 

Hugh was too amazed even to bristle. Clarise, he saw, 
had a knight—a knight in old, battered armor. If it hadn't 
been so pitiful it would have been laughable. The question 
flashed through Hugh's mind, how had Clarise hooked 
him? The answer was quick in coming. The same way she 
hooks every man. But no, not Sidney Tomlinson. Still, that 
bandage on his wrist—explain that. Hugh's suspicions 
grew. Big Bad clawed every man who touched Clarise. 
Had the cat clawed Tomlinson? Hugh would have given 
a lot to know. 

“Try to carry out that order,” Tomlinson yelled, “and 
T'll take over running of this motel.” 

He would, too, Hugh thought. The mounting profits 
had stayed Tomlinson’s hand, but here was a different 
matter—Clarise’s flesh. The more Hugh gazed at Tomlin- 
son, the more convinced Hugh was. 

Hugh wanted to shake the truth out of Tomlinson. By 
God, if Hugh’s suspicions had basis, he could wrap a 
chain around Tomlinson that would muzzle him forever. 
But how was Hugh going to obtain proof, and who would 
listen to him? Certainly not Tomlinson’s family. 

“Then you'll be responsible for any trouble she causes,” 
Hugh said. 

For a moment he thought Tomlinson would be insane 
enough to swing at him. But Tomlinson said, “I've said 
what I came to say.” He spun on his heel and quit the 
office. 

Hugh hit his palm with his fist, He had the solution to 
most of his problems right in his hand—if he could only 
close his fingers. One thing was certain right now—Clarise 
would still be here in the morning. 


It was after midnight when Clarise heard that odd 
sound on her door, It was more of a bumping noise than 
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a knock, It came just as she was beginning to swear at that 
stupid Frenchman for not understanding what she had 
meant. She opened the door, and there Henri stood, hands 
burdened with a huge tray. She saw a multiplicity of 
dishes, cach with its silver cover. She said in assumed sur- 
prise, “Henri.” 

He smiled as broadly as his cephalic index would allow. 
“Tonight,” said he, “you will not go to sleep hungry.” 

She had no special appetite for food at the moment, but 
the exotic odors emanating from the tray were stimulating 
her. 

“And I will serve you,” he continued, carrying the tray 
inside. He cleared off the writing desk, whipped a small 
cloth out of his pocket and covered the desk. He bustled 
as he worked, lifting the dishes from the tray to the desk. 
He hummed a French song, and every bar was accom- 
panied by a glance at her. She restrained her laughter at 
this ridiculously earnest little figure. 

He uncovered the first dish and held it out for her to 
smell. “Sweetbread en brouchette with mushrooms and 
bacon,” he said proudly, “I would not cook this for every- 
body. This is only for the special people.” Then he un- 
covered the rest of the dishes, naming them as he did so. 
It had taken time and effort to prepare this tray, and 
Clarise felt relish stirring within her. 

She exclaimed over each portion he served her. It was 
excellent food. His talents were lost here, She thought 
seriously for a moment of hiring him for the Carlton. She 
relegated the thought to future reference, 

She shook her head as he offered her more. "I couldn't 
eat another bite," she said, “Now all I want to do is to go 
to sleep.” 

She said the last without thinking. But it was true. She 
felt logy and surfeited. However, Henri failed to be of- 
fended. The beam was still on his face. She had just given 
him the greatest compliment a chef could receive. “Ah, 
cheri,” he said. “There will be other nights.” 
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“Tomorrow night,” she promised. 

A fat little man always looked ludicrous when he at- 
tempted a bow. Nonetheless, he bowed and said, “Tomor- 
tow night, I will bring something new, Something light, 
something that will build the mood.” He picked up the 
tray. “Sleep now, cheri.” 

He thought he was a crafty spider, stalking his prey. He 
was in no rush. A rush always frightened the timid girl, 
he judged. 

He picked up the tray, and she opened the door for him. 
She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. She had 
given him a promise. That promise would bind him like 
a straightjacket. But he would never consummate the 
rendezvous. An explosion would occur in the restaurant. 
She would light the fuse and Henri would explode. She 
yawned and prepared for bed. She would like to keep 
him around just to prepare meals like the one she had just 
consumed. She doubted she would want him for anything 
else. She had known a few Frenchmen, and their mystique 
had far exceeded their gloire. 


10 


HucH spent most of the following evening supervising 
the service in the restaurant. Although he had fully in- 
tended to acquaint Edie with the whole history of his re- 
lationship with Clarise—as he had promised himself and 
Clarise that he would—he had not been able to bring him- 
self to do so. Again he had felt that his timing would be 
out of whack. As delicately balanced as Edie was with re- 
spect to her feelings about Hugh, and her loyalties to her 
family, Hugh had sensed that if he were, suddenly, to dump 
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the story of the unbridled sensuality of his past into Edie's 
lap, he might turn Edie against him permanently. So he 
had decided, for the moment, to let his past ride. There 
would have to be a more propitious time for his dis- 
closures. 

He found the service in the restaurant peculiar, to say 
the least, The orders would flow smoothly for awhile, then 
break down completely. Before long he discovered the 
reason. Clarise was seated at a table opposite the kitchen 
door, and Hugh saw Henri approach that door a dozen 
times to stare at her. Each time she sent him a languorous 
look in return, temptation incarnate, Each time an un- 
mistakable exchange vibrated between them. 

Hugh thought, my God, has she ravelled him, too? Not 
Henri Ferrar, whose only love was his kitchen. But the 
evidence was flagrantly before Hugh’s eyes. He felt nau- 
seated and headed to the bar for a drink. 

The bar was calm, and Johnny lingered to talk. “You 
look like you've been eating a dead cat," he said. 

Hugh said viciously, “I know of one I wish were dead.” 
He could see the back of Clarise’s head, and he stared at it. 

Johnny turned his head to follow Hugh's gaze. He 
looked back at Hugh and said hotly, "That's a hell of a. 
thing to say.” 

Hugh set his glass down on the bar so hard that he 
broke its bottom. He said, “Jesus Christ, You, too?” 

Johnny reddened. “You tell me where she’s causing 
any harm. I think she brightens up the place.” He fiddled 
with the bar rag, “I used to think you were a fair man.” 

“And I used to think you were cool. It looks as if both 
of us were wrong.” 

They glared at each other like two pit bulldogs. Hugh 
turned away before his tongue ran away from him entire- 
ly. It was at that point that he saw four people rise from 
a table, They had received no service. Hugh pleaded 
with them, but to no avail, The tall, gray-haired man of 
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the party said courteously, “I think an hour is quite long 
enough to wait for a meal.” 

Hugh stared helplessly after them. No business ever 
floundered with an immediate, big crash, Disintegration 
started a little piece at a time dropping away. But a man 
attuned to his business would hear that first little piece 
make a deafening roar, 

Hugh noticed Henri standing in the doorway of his 
kitchen, Hugh's blood boiled. Temperament or no tem- 
perament, he was going to take Henri apart. Henri was go- 
ing to run that kitchen right from this moment on, or he 
was not going to run it at all, Hugh decided, 

In his rush to reach Henri, he failed to observe a chair. 
protruding from a table. His toe caught against a leg, and 
he overturned the chair. Three women and two men were 
at the table. The women's purses slid from the over- 
turned chair. 

Hugh's face was red as he apologized. One of the 
purses had opened, the contents spilling. He stooped and. 
began fumbling things back into the purse. His hands 
were awkward. The purse's owner had a frosty face. 
She said, "I'll take care of it." She closed the purse and 
laid it beside her place at the table. The gesture was as 
pointed as a woman's shoe. She would take no more 
chances with a bumbling idiot. 

He apologized over and over, but their faces refused 
to melt. He turned toward the kitchen again. He breathed 
deep, secking to control himself. If he let his anger run 
riot, he would help Henri to finish wrecking the restau- 
rant, 

A man had stopped at Clarise’s table. He bent over to 
say something to her, and she jumped to her feet. Her 
voice was loud enough to be heard all over the room. 
“How dare you insult me,” she exclaimed, and she slapped 
him smartly on the cheek. 

People stirred uneasily in the restaurant, The man, 
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dazed and surprised, held his hand to his check. “But I 
didn't—" he began. 

"Can't you leave me alone?" Clarise cried. 

Hugh was rooted to the spot. It was a nightmare. He 
heard a scream from Henri, who proceeded to charge out 
of the kitchen as he brandished a cleaver. His face was 
wild with rage at the man who had allegedly insulted 
Clarise. 

Hugh broke his trance. He rushed on an angle to in- 
tercept Henri and threw a block into him any fullback 
would have been proud of. He knocked Henri into an 
empty table, and it overturned. Hugh heard women's 
screams and breaking dishes. 

Hugh flung himself on Henri and wrested away the 
clever. Then Hugh slapped the chef until the madness left 
Henri's face. 

Hugh picked up the cleaver with one hand, and reached 
down with the other to jerk Henri to his feet. Twisting 
Henri's arm behind his back, Hugh hammerlocked it and 
marched Henri into the kitchen. He shoved him into a cor- 
ner and said grimly, “You stay there. PI talk to you later.” 

“But I was only protecting her. Didn’t you see—” 

“Shut up.” 

Henri saw murderous eyes, The Frenchman's tongue 
became paralyzed. 

Hugh went back into the restaurant where the man still 
stood beside Clarise’s table. "Come with me," Hugh or- 
dered. The faster he could break up this scene, the faster 
he could restore some kind of order. The man blinked 
and followed. Hugh led him to the registration desk where 
Clyde seemed to be the only person around with any san- 
ity. Clarise had so far left him untapped. 

Clyde asked, "What's happening? I heard the crash." 

Hugh left the slapped man with Clyde. “Talk to him," 
he said. “Calm him down. I'll be back.” 

Hugh rushed back to the restaurant, Its large entrance 
was clogged with departures. He argued with the people, 
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he pleaded with them, but they were adamant about leav- 
ing. They had seen an act of near violence, and they 
wanted to be free of an obnoxious scene, 

Hugh surveyed the damage. Two chairs were broken, 
a table leg was snapped off, and there were a few broken 
dishes. The clutter was scant, really, but it was sufficient 
to give an air of general disarray. 

He beckoned to a couple of waitresses and signalled 
them to clean the affected area. He looked around with 
dismay. The restaurant had all but emptied, 

Clarise still sat at her table. Laughter danced in her 
eyes, That she had staged this was clear to Hugh, although 
he had no idea of how she had done so. 

He advanced on her table and said, "Get out. Get out 
before I maim you for all nine of your cat's lives." 

"Surely, Hugh, you're not blaming me—” She glanced 
at his eyes and she was wise enough not to finish her 
protest. She stood up and walked toward the entrance, 
her hips swaying. He saw her pause momentarily to talk 
to Johnny. Hugh intended to tear the lid off hell if she 
balked at leaving. But that had to wait. Right now, he had 
to restore normalcy. There would be fresh patrons arriy- 
ing at the restaurant, Hugh thought, and he wanted no 
note of disorder here. If they caught any, they would turn 
on their heels, 

A voice from behind him said happily, “What’s the mat- 
ter, Hughey? Have a little trouble?” 

Hugh turned a sick face toward Brannigan, Hugh’s tim- 
ing had run out on him. He said, “Now wait a minute, 
Brannigan. One of the girls fell over a table. That's all." 

Brannigan grinned as he surveyed the empty room. 
"And all the customers left because of an accident. It 
couldn't have been a fight, could it, Hugh? You'd better 
come down and tell Dan about it." 

Hugh accompanied Brannigan—it was the only thing 
Hugh could do. 

Brannigan hummed a little tune all the way to the sher- 
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iff’s office. He led Hugh inside and Whitmore looked up 
with unfriendly eyes. “More trouble?” he asked. 

“A girl fell over a table and broke it," Hugh replied. 
“Brannigan came in and saw it. He's a heavy thinker. He 
immediately jumped to the conclusion there had been 
a fight.” 

Brannigan said hotly, “There was a fight. By God, I 
know the signs of a fight when I see them.” 

“Did you get any witnesses?” Whitmore asked. 

Brannigan’s mouth opened and closed. He said weakly, 
“There wasn’t anybody left. I guess the customers all ran 
when the fight started.” 

Whitmore said scathingly, “The employees didn’t run. 
What are you going to hold him on? For having a broken 
table in his place?" He shook his head in disgust and 
looked at Hugh. ^You can go. Don't let me see you in 
here again.” He stared at Brannigan with cold eyes. m 
don't like mistakes, Brannigan. You know that. Take him 
back." 

Brannigan spoke only once on the return trip. "You 
won't be lucky all the time." 

Hugh sighed when, finally, he watched Brannigan drive 
away. Then Hugh. immediately found Clyde and asked, 
“Did you get the slapped guy calmed down?” 

“He was wild for a while. He threatened us with the 
biggest suit in history. But I calmed him down.” He shook 
his head. “A few more nights like this and we're going to 
be hurt.” 

Hugh said sourly, “The dish you raved about is behind 
all this trouble.” 

Clyde said with dignity, “Did I go for her? I can com- 
ment about a dame without losing my head, can't I?" 

Hugh gave him a weak grin and touched his shoulder. 
“Keep it that way, Clyde. I've got to have someone I 
can depend on.” 

Clyde said with mock gloom, “She hasn't tried to build 
me up, yet. I guess I’m not important enough.” 
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Hugh shook his head as he made for the kitchen, He 
must have thoroughly frightened Henri, who was still in 
the corner Hugh had staked out for him. “You could've 
been behind bars right now,” Hugh said. 

Henri waved his hands, “Do not think I am not grate- 
ful. I will do anything I can for you." 

The time was past when Henri could do something for 
Hugh. But he could do something for Henri, “You're 
fired," Hugh said grimly. As he left the kitchen he heard 
Henri wailing. Hugh was doing a little wailing himself, 
only his was silent. 


In the next five days, Hugh had three fights on his 
hands. And a smiling Clarise was always somewhere near, 
a Clarise about whom he could not as yet say anything 
to Edie, who had been behaving with increased frigidity 
toward him. 

Hugh’s troubles had indeed increased. Brannigan had 
turned up for two of the fights. He hauled Hugh down to 
the sheriff's office, and each time Brannigan had his wit- 
nesses. He loaded the participants into the car along with 
Hugh. The judge nicked Hugh twenty-five dollars and 
Costs the first time. The second time, the judge increased 
the fine to fifty dollars and costs. He lectured Hugh sternly 
about permitting public nuisances, 

When Brannigan brought Hugh in the second time, 
Whitmore exploded. “One more time,” he yelled, “Just 
one more time, and I'm padlocking your place.” The 
sheriff meant it. There was no doubt about it. 

Hugh's face was moody as, taking a turn about the mo- 
tel grounds, he reflected about the past week, His second 
appearance in court had been written up in the paper, and 
that kind of publicity had hurt. The bad publicity was 
showing up in the diminishing receipts of the bar, the res- 
taurant and the rentals. The motel was beginning to attract 
a different class of people. A few more of the rowdy 
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element drifted in every night, their eyes gleaming as they 
hunted for excitement, A dying business had a smell, per~ 
haps not as strong as a carcass, but still discernible. The 
odor traveled on invisible winds, reaching the rowdy ¢le- 
ment and drawing them like vultures, The decent clement 
caught the smell, too. But the decent clement stayed away. 

Hugh decided to go inside. Clyde was absent from his 
desk. No matter, Hugh thought—there wasn't enough bus- 
iness to keep Clyde occupied. 

He moved toward the bar entrance. Clyde was standing 
outside, looking in. Clyde turned his head, saw Hugh and 
beckoned to him. 

Hugh stopped beside him. Clyde said, “She's at it 
again.” It was explanation enough. A group of men sur- 
rounded Clarise at the far end of the bar. Hugh would bet 
that none of them were past twenty-five. They were too 
loud, and they shoved and mauled each other in boisterous 
horseplay. Two weeks ago Hugh would have thrown them. 
all out. Now that class of money was about the only thing 
that kept him going. The young men were trying to im- 
press Clarise, and she encouraged them to further effort. 
She ran her fingers lightly down one cheek, smiled at an- 
other man, and adjusted the tie of a third. Oh, it was a 
light, gay-hearted scene with no harm in it, Hugh thought 
sardonically. Except that a sense of competition stewed 
in those young bucks. The vying for Clarise was con 
trolled now, but a few more drinks would make a shamble 
of that control. 

What made Hugh the sickest of all was the expression 
on Johnny's face. For a moment, Hugh had thought John- 
ny was disapproving of the horseplay. Then Hugh saw 
how Johnny resented every affectionate gesture and every 
endearing word she was passing around. 

. A waitress called impatiently, “Johnny, how about my 
drinks? I've been waiting ten minutes." 

“Keep your skirt on,” he snapped at her and he glanced 
back at Clarise, She gave him a smile that said, these 
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youngsters don’t mean anything to me, They're only amus- 
ing me. But you and I are different. 

Johnny was swallowing it whole without gagging. He 
was hooked with long, sharp barbs. 

The lounge was deteriorating, just as the restaurant 
was. The new chef was worse than mediocre. He fouled 
up orders, and his food preparation was inept. Hugh 
doubted he had left forty percent of the business he had 
built up. And the lounge was proceeding similarly. One 
thing a drinker would not tolerate was poor service. And 
Johnny was hardly giving any service at all, 

Clyde said, “That blonde is stewing us up some more 
trouble. When this one breaks out, it won't be just a fight. 
It'll be a riot. They'll tear up the place.” 

“Yes,” Hugh said dully. And Brannigan would walk 
in on it. Then Whitmore would padlock the place, and it 
would all be over. He turned away. He was too tired to 
care much. When matters started getting out of hand, 
they turned into race horses, and you never caught up 
with them again. And all he could do was stand by and 
watch helplessly. 

Clyde followed him. “What's wrong with you?” he said. 
"I never saw you lay down and roll over." A thought 
struck him, and his eyes widened. *Has she got something 
on you, Hugh? Is that why—" 

Hugh said bitterly, “It doesn’t make any difference any 
more,” 

“The hell it doesn’t, Do you know the old man is talking 
about selling this place? 1f he does, where's that going to 
leave you?" 

“Where did you hear that?” 

“He told me. He stopped by the desk this morning. 
He's unhappy at the loss of business and the bad publicity. 
He's blaming you for everything. He thinks it’s time to get 
tid of you. He's not going to let you ruin his good name. 
The way he talked he's had a definite offer." 

Was Clarise making good on her threat to buy this 
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place? Hugh wondered. But he was unable to care enough 
to speculate further. He said, *It doesn't matter." Let Clar- 
ise buy it, he thought, at least that would permit him the 
restoration of his investment. He would simply have lost 
his dreams, 


Hugh gave him a bleak grin. “You wouldn't believe it," 
he said. 

Clyde's face was earnest. "I was hoping you'd rub that 
pious old Tomlinson’s nose in the dirt. Him and his band- 
ages.” 

“Bandages?” Hugh said, The last time he had seen Tom- 
linson he was wearing a bandage on his left wrist. Hugh 
remembered no plural afflictions on Tomlinson, 

Clyde nodded. “Up to a week ago, he was wearing one 
on his left wrist. Now he’s got one on his right wrist. 
Dooes he think it gives him distinction?” 

Hugh started to question him further but the night 
porter came by and said, “Mister Hugh. There’s a woman 
waiting for you in your office.” 

It couldn’t be Clarise, Hugh thought. He knew where 
she was. And it couldn’t be Edie. 

“What does she want?” Hugh asked. = 

The porter shook his head. “I don’t know. But she’s 
been doing a powerful lot of crying. It shows in her eyes.” 

“T'I sce her,” Hugh said and he looked at Clyde. “PI 
be right back. I want to talk to you." He wanted all the 
information he could obtain from Clyde about Tomlin- 
son's new bandage. Maybe Hugh could solidify his suspi- 
cions. Maybe it wasn't too late for Snug Haven. 

In his office a woman was sitting in a chair with her 
back to him. Her shoulders were shaking. She was cry- 
ing again, 

“Pardon me,” Hugh said, 

She tried to control her crying. He waited patiently. He 
doubted she was twenty, and she was young, fresh and un- 
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spoiled. A man would be fortunate to have a woman 
like this, Hugh thought. Her figure was on the boyish side, 
but she would ripen. If she loved a man, Hugh had the in- 
tuition, she would give him everything—laughter and 
companionship and physical fulfillment. She said, "Mr. 
Barstow?" He nodded. "I'm Mavis. Johnny's wife," she 
said. 

“Of course,” he said. He had never met her, but he had 
heard Johnny talk about her. "Are you in trouble?" 

"Terrible trouble, Mr. Barstow." He thought the tears 
were going to spring again. 

*Do you want to tell me about it?" 

“Johnny's in love with another woman,” she said. Her 
lips trembled with each word. 

“No,” Hugh said, “that’s impossible.” He tried to inject 
the utmost disbelief into his voice, 

“I know he is,” she said. “He mopes around the apart- 
ment and stares at nothing. When I try to put my arms 
around him, he shrugs me off.” Color swept into her face. 
“He hasn’t been near me the last two weeks. And last 
night he said a name in his sleep," she wailed. “It was. 
Clara, or something like that.” 

Anger mounted in Hugh. Clarise, the spoiler, he 
raged to himself. She tore down things not because she 
benefited, but out of sheer maliciousness. He regarded this 
fresh, young girl. She had a right to happiness. Her happi- 
ness happened to be called Johnny. He thought of Clar- 
ise, a jaded Clarise dipping into every pot she saw. She 
had hurt enough people; she wasn't going to hurt Mavis, 
Hugh vowed. 

Mavis’ voice was almost inaudible. “I didn’t know who 
else to talk to. Johnny likes you so much.” 

Hugh patted her on the shoulder, “You go on home. I 
= practically assure you everything is going to be all 

t." 

“You'll talk to him?"'she said eagerly. “He'll listen to 

you.” 
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Hugh doubted that, but he was going to do more than 
talk, “It'll be all right," he repeated. "Have you a way 
to get home?" 

“| drove the car.” 

She stood up, spirit beginning to shine in her eyes. “Oh, 
Mr. Barstow.” She leaned forward suddenly and kissed 
him on the cheek. She blushed and ran for the door. 

Mavis’ kind of love used to exist between Hugh and 
Edie. He might be able to bring back that love, or he 
might not. He would know in a few hours. He was going 
to start tearing things apart. He hoped he would be skilled 
enough to put them back together. 

Clyde saw his face as he passed the desk. “You look 
different,” he said. “What happened?” 

Only a chance to give a girl back her heart, Hugh 
thought. And a chance to find my own again. He shook 
his head. “Nothing,” he said. “I’m going to take over this 
motel again.” 

A delighted grin broke out on Clyde’s face. “For a 
while I thought you were quitting.” 

Hugh said soberly, “Whatever gave you that idea?” and 
he walked toward the lounge. 

He felt a sense of keen disappointment when Clarise 
was nowhere in sight. He asked a sullen-faced Johnny, 
“Where did she go?” 

Johnny's tone was bitter. “Those six young punks said 
this place was dead. They took her where there was some 
life.” 

Hugh stationed himself in the parking lot near the front 
door. If Clarise and her retinue returned, he would refuse 
them eritry. This would be one time that Brannigan would 
be unable to find trouble here tonight. Hugh thought, Clar- 
ise, you've overplayed your hand, It isn’t nearly as strong 
as you think it is. 

He waited an hour, but they never reappeared. He 
closed up Snug Haven for the night. When he arrived 
home, Edie was asleep. He could awaken her and tell 
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her about Clarise tonight. But he decided against it. Not 
because of any cowardice. But tomorrow would be better. 
His sense of timing was running in a strong, sure current. 


Il 


Huan knocked at Clarise's door at eight in the morning. 
She answered, her face ravaged—she had not had time to 
apply her mask. Nevertheless, her eyes glittered triumph- 
antly. 

“You're here to ask me to relent?” she said. 

"I've come to throw you out,” he said. 

“You're becoming monotonous,” she said, yawning. 

He gripped her arm. “I’m giving you an hour, Clarise. 
Xf you're not packed by then, I'll throw you and your 
clothes into the street." 

A fury with sharp little razors attacked Hugh's left 
leg. He felt the sting as claws penetrated his trousers and 
raked his flesh. The pain sharpened his reactions, He spun. 
on one heel and caught the cat with a well-aimed kick. 
It was his first success, and it gave him immense satisfac- 
tion. He had kicked Big Bad half way across the room. 
It lit on its feet, yowled and streaked for the bathroom. 

Hugh beard a shriek of rage. He whirled, and Clarise 
was flying at him, her fingers hooked and ready to rake. 

He ducked the swipe she made and seized both wrists. 
He shook her until her head rocked back and forth. He 
kept on shaking her until her screaming stopped. 

She called him every vile name she could think of, and 
her memory was excellent, He held her until she ran out 
of epithets. He looked at her curiously, then, wondering 
how he had ever had the idea this woman was desirable? 

“Im going to break you,” she said at last, quietly. “I 
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was thinking of buying this place and then throwing you 
off of it. Now I'll buy fifty-one percent of it and run it 
into the ground just to ruin you.” She laughed in his face, 
“Pll Jet you stay around to watch me break you. You 
won't be worth a dime when I finish." 

“Clarise,” he said, “if you ever did that to me, I'd Kill 
you." He shoved her on to the bed and strode to the door. 
He turned and pointed a finger. "I'm giving you one hour." 

He shut the door and very nearly collided with Jennie, 
one of the motel's cleaning maids. She carried an armful 
of fresh towels and, in her agitation, she nearly dropped 
them. “Mr. Barstow,” she said, “did I hear you say you 
were going to kill someone? That's awful bad talk," 

"That woman's earned it.” 

Jennie glanced at Clarise Dutton's door and nodded 
sagely, "I've been watching the things she does, Mr. Bar- 
stow. But you've got to find another way to get rid of her." 
Her face was very earnest. “I know her kind of woman. 
We had one in our neighborhood. That old gal turned 
every fool man’s head in the block. She gave us nothing 
but grief. But we got rid of her.” 

A grin twitched at Hugh’s mouth, “How?” he asked. 

“All us wives got together and called on her. That old 
gal saw she wasn't dealing with no men. She was dealing 
with women. And women can be awful mean. We told her 
we'd cut her if she hung around. You know, it only took 
that old gal about two hours to clear out." Then Jennie 
seemed puzzled. “Mr. Barstow,” she said, “why do you 
put up with this woman? Does she have a hold on you?” 

“I knew her before I was married.” 

“I thought so. You've been afraid to throw her out. 
You've let her get away with murder. You march straight 
home, Mr. Barstow, and tell the missus and get it off 
your soul. You untie your hands right now." 

"You know, Jennie, I think you're right," he said 
soberly, 

She snorted, “Of course, I’m right. There’s another 
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man who's got something worse than you on his soul 
Your sin was in the past, Mr. Barstow. His is right now. 
Mr. Tomlinson is here a lot. I’ve seen him sneaking into 
that room.” 

“You mean Glen?” 

She shook her head. “Not Glen, Pd forgive him a lot 
quicker than I would that old fool. All the time preaching 
sin at people, And all the time in it right up to his neck.” 

Hugh took a deep breath. "You're sure it was the old 
man, Jennie?" 

Jennie's grin had a wicked quality. “I sure am sure, 
Mr. Barstow. You want me to tell somebody 'what I've 
seen?” 

"Later, maybe," Hugh said. He reached out suddenly 
and hugged her. He danced around and around with her, 
and she protested every step. A moment ago, he had only 
bluff. Jennie had put a big stick in his hands. 

“Mr. Barstow, have you gone crazy?” She cackled 
with merriment. “I’ve never seen such a man. You jump 
out of one pickle right into another. What if Mrs. Barstow 
came by and saw you hugging and dancing with another 
woman?” She broke free abruptly and retreated a few 
paces. “No, sir, Mr. Barstow, I sure don’t want the 
missus coming along and picking up misunderstandings." 

He said softly, "God bless you, Jennie." 

“Get along with you," she said testily. “You're keeping 
me from my cleaning.” 

He turned toward home, fighting panic all the way. 
Suppose, he thought, Edie wasn’t mature enough to under- 
stand? Suppose she listened to him and then turned away? 
His throat was tight. 

When he reached the house, Ann Tomlinson was there. 
She glanced from Hugh’s face to Edie's, and she recognized. 
trouble. Her attempt to be diplomatic was too obvious. 
“PIL see you later, Edie,” she said. 

Hugh waved her back into her chair. “I want you to 
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stay, Ann." Perhaps, he thought, he was hoping for support 
from her. 

“Edie,” he said, "before I ever knew you I thought I 
was in love with another woman. I knew her as well as a 
man can know a woman." 

His wife's face was composed, but Hugh observed how 
tightly her hands were clenched at her side. 

“Why tell me now?” she said. 

He wanted to shake her. He could sce intolerance creep- 
ing over her. She would listen but she would make no 
effort to understand. “Because she followed me here," he 
answered. 

Edie's lips thinned, and Hugh felt Ann's searching 


“That blonde woman,” Edie said furiously. “The one 
with the cat. The one father told me about. You didn’t 
disapprove of her picture being taken here. You don’t 
disapprove of anything she does. Father said there was 
something between you two. He must have been right 
or she wouldn’t have come here.” 

It was hard for him to keep an even, dispassionate voice. 
“I met you, Edie, and I forgot what she looked like, 
Doesn't that mean something?" 

“Tt would to me,” Ann murmured, 

Edie flashed her an angry glance, “Maybe I don’t be- 
lieve you," she said to Hugh. 

His voice grew ugly. “It’s your decision,” he said. “I 
can't help how you decide. But I wanted you to know all 
the facts." 

“Maybe I don’t want to listen," she said stubbornly. 

He took a stride toward her, “Oh, you'll listen,” he 
said, “if I have to hold you down while I talk.” 

Ann said uneasily, “Hugh, this is pretty private.” 

He shook his head. “No, Ann. At first I thought the 
Clarise Dutton business involved only Edie and I. And I 
let my fear of Edie knowing I had been infatuated with 
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another woman make me stupid. But the entanglement has 
gone far beyond Edie and I—the whole family is involved." 

Ann said sharply, “Glen, too?” 

Edie turned an angry face toward Ann. “Are you im- 
plying my brother is untrustworthy when it comes to that 
Mrs. Dutton?” 

Ann said, "I've seen her. I wouldn't call any man ex- 
actly safe around her.” She looked guiltily at Hugh—she 
had unwittingly cast an aspersion on him as well as Glen. 

“Hah,” Edie said. “But you were ready to censor me, 
Ann, if I didn't listen to Hugh." 

Ann said hotly, “Hugh’s is an entirely different matter. 
If Glen’s involved with her, it’s now, and I'm part of that 
now. But Hugh’s involvement happened before your time.” 

“He says,” Edie sniffed. 

Hugh had never seen Ann angry before. She looked 

* tough and capable as she said to Edie, “Do you think 
you have the right to monitor every hour he spent before 
he knew you? Would you like him going over some of 
the hours you spent before he came along? A husband 
and wife have no right to the past—unless they spent it 
together." 

Faint color stained Edie's face. She snapped, "You've 
got a lot of nerve, Ann.” 

Hugh said wearily, “Stop it, you two, I’ve got enough 
fighting on my hands. Glen isn’t involved with Clarise—to 
my knowledge.” 

Ann said, “He hadn't better be.” 

Edie looked scornfully at her. “And you believe Hugh?” 

"I believe him," Ann said. 

“Well, I don’t,” Edie said, and she swung to face Hugh. 
“If your affair with her was over, why did she follow you 
here? And if you didn’t want her around, why did you let 
her stay?” 

Hugh said slowly, “Clarise never lets go of anything 
unless she throws it away. She has to do the throwing. 
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She followed me here to wreck me and the business. 
She has damn near succeeded." 

Scorn remained on Edie’s face. “You're the manager,” 
she said. “Why didn’t you throw her out?” 

“I was afraid to,” Hugh said to his wife simply. “I was 
afraid she’d go to you. I loved you too much to risk the 
chance of losing you, I wasn’t thinking straight. I know 
it now. She tied my hands for awhile.” He detected a slight 
trembling in Edie’s lower lip. It was the first encouraging 
sign, and he resumed. "Then when I saw how wrong I 
was, I couldn't throw her out. My hands were really tied.” 

"By fifty-one percent, Ann quickly injected. 

Edie flared. *What's that mean?" 

“I received orders from your father," Hugh said, “not to 
bother Clarise. He threatened to take over the management 
again. That would leave me pretty helpless in every way.” 

The tremble in Edie’s lower lip had vanished. “Are 
you accusing my father of something?” 

“Yes.” He made the word hard and brutal. He thought 
he heard a car door slam outside. 

Edie said bitterly, “You always manage to accuse him 
of something, don’t you?” 

He had not gained an inch, he saw. The argument was 
right back where it had started, Desperately, he said, 
"'Edie, listen to me. Clarise worked on your father. Now 
he's even talking about selling his and Glen's percentage to 
her. Don't you realize what that would mean? She would 
have control. She would ruin this place just to ruin me. 
She's already got a running start. We'll be broke. Every- 
thing I worked for will be gone.” 

Ann glanced outside. “I think,” she said, “we're going 
to have a few more visitors—Sidney and Mary.” 

Hugh stared at Edie’s unrelenting face. She had the 
Tomlinson stubborn’ streak. He must crack it now, he 
thought, or he would never crack it. “All right, Edie,” 
he said quietly. “I'll prove my whole argument right now." 

Edie cried, "You wouldn't dare accuse my father of in- 
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volvement with another woman in front of my mother. 
Even if it weren't true, it would kill her." 

“I don't think so,” Ann murmured. “Women are tougher 
than that. It might even be good for her. It could give her 
the whip hand for the first time in her married life.” 

Edie glared at her, and then she sneered at Hugh. 
“Go on,” she said, “Accuse him. I hope he knocks you 
down.” 

Hugh was at the door when Tomlinson knocked. In 
a moment, Tomlinson was in the house. He stalked to 
the center of the room before he faced, Hugh. Mary 
followed him dutifully and sat down beside Ann. Mary 
seemed worried. 

“T’ve been looking all over for you," Tomlinson said to 
Hugh, “I’m ashamed of the way this place has been run 
down. I don’t want to be associated with it in any manner, 
Glen and I have made up our minds to sell our interest. 
I don't know what you'll do with yours. You'll have to 
shift for yourself." 

“So she finally talked you into selling to her?" Hugh 
said. 

Tomlinson was startled. His facial facade cracked before 
he could compose himself. *What are you talking about?" 
he said, a weak note in his voice, 

“You know damned well what I’m talking about,” Hugh 
said. “I'm talking about Clarise Dutton, Don’t tell me you 
don’t know her. You've seen her often enough.” 

Tomlinson’s bluster was false. “Of all the filthy lies,” he 
said, He turned to the women. "Because he's been caught 
he's trying to lie his way out of it.” 

He made a move toward the door but Hugh blocked 
him, “Who's doing the lying?” he asked softly. “You see, I 
know Clarise, too. Just about as well as you do. Don’t look 
so outraged. I’ve already told Edie about it. I know that 
cat of hers, too. It’s scratched every man who touched 
her.” 
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Shock was quaking Tomlinson's face. It was turning the 
color of a dead fish's belly. *I won't stand here," he said, 
“and listen—” 

“You'll stay. And you'll listen. I have a witness to your 
visits to Clarise’s room. What's under that bandage, Sid- 
ney? Would they be scratches? Ten days ago the bandage 
was on the other wrist. You didn't get along at all with that 
cat, did you?" 

"Tomlinson's mouth opened and shut, but no sound is- 
sued. He had been clubbed, and coherency had been 
knocked out of his head. 

Mary's face had been loose with horror as she had lis- 
tened to Hugh. Now a new, hard brilliance was appearing 
in her eye. 

“Sidney,” she said, “what’s under that bandage?” 

“You can’t believe him, Mary,” he protested. “Don’t 
you see what he’s doing? Because I’ve had to stop him, 
he’s trying to discredit me. Don’t listen to him.” 

She stood up and seemed to gain height. She advanced 
toward her husband, She was, after all, a small dumpy 
figure, overpainted and overdressed, but now she had as- 
sumed a new dignity that commanded respect. 

‘Tomlinson backed away. “Mary,” he squeaked. “I order 
you to go sit down.” 

“You've given your last order, Sidney.” The evenness of 
her voice increased its menace. “Take off that bandage, 
Sidney,” she said. “You told me you bumped your wrists. 
First the left, then the right. And I didn’t even think it 
strange.” 

“I won't remove any bandage, Mary,” Tomlinson shout- 
ed, “You forget who I am. I’m your husband—” He tried 
to fix her with a stern eye. But his stern eye watered and 
ran. 
“You did a little forgetting yourself, didn't you, Sidney? 
It’s written all over you. I'll have Hugh take off that ban- 
dage for me. I think he'll be glad to do it.” 
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Tomlinson wilted. “Please, Mary,” he whimpered. “You 
don't understand. I can explain.” 

Mary Tomlinson said, "Go home, Sidney. I'll talk to 
you later." 

“My God,” he said miserably. "You won't even try to 
understand.” 

Edie ran to her mother and put her arm about her 
shoulders. “We do,” she said to her father coldly. “That’s 
your trouble,” 

Edie's gesture and words routed the last of Tomlinson's 
will. He turned ignominiously toward the door. 

No one spoke for a long moment after Sidney Tomlin- 
son had left. Hugh looked at Mary. She was neither crying 
nor raving. She was calm and contained. Edie was fright- 
ened at her mother’s composure. “Oh, mother,” she said. 
“I’m sorry. You can’t stay with him now.” 

“Can you imagine that old fool?” Mary laughed, and 
there was real mirth in the sound. 

Edie stared at her mother. “You mean you’re going to 
take him back?” Edie said. 

“Of course I’m going to take him back. I’m just never 

* going to forgive him.” 

Hugh had never known Mary Tomlinson, he thought. 
Once that docile, obedient exterior had been stripped away, 
quite a woman was revealed beneath, “You can't ever let 
him get up again,” he said quietly. 

“TI don’t intend to. Now I’ve got him on a leash for the 
rest of his life.” 

Hugh nodded with satisfaction, He need have no wor- 
ties about her. She was aware of the power she had. 

Mary was amused by the stunned expression on her 
daughter's face. "Did you expect hysteria and screaming, 
Edie? Did you expect me to throw your dishes?" She shook 
her head. "Thirty years ago, I might have. But now, it's 
really not worth it.” She sounded reflective. “You know, 
Tve always wanted to travel. But I was afraid even to 
mention it. Now I think we'll go around the world." 
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Hugh grinned at her. "You can do just about whatever 
you want to now," he said. 2 

Shé grinned at him in return, complete understanding 
passing between- them. 

He said, "Mother—" he had never called her that be- 
fore—"you won't need that two percent, will you?” 

She really had a beautiful grin. "I'm sure we won't, 
Hugh. I don't think Sidney will even want to think about 
this motel, You'll have that two percent before we leave. 
Run the place well," she said warmly. 

He threw his arms about her and kissed her. He found 
he had a tremendous affection for this woman, 

“Edie,” Mary continued, “change that look on your 
face. I'm happier than I've been for a long time.” And, 
indeed, she had a new briskness to her voice and a fresh 
bounce to her step. “Hugh, you know what this girl needs? 
She needs a second honeymoon.” 

He said gravely, *I think you're right.” 

Mary walked to the door and glanced back. “I'll expect 
all of you to dinner in a few days. To wish us bon yoyage.” 

The three regarded each other after the door closed. 
Ann said dazedly, “I never knew her at all. She’s quite a 
gal" 

“Merely wonderful,” Hugh said, 

Edie’s face broke, and she wailed, “Oh, Hugh. I'm so 
sorry." 

She ran to him and he took her in his arms. He thought 
soberly, she must never know about Nora. Not that he was 
bewailing a mistake—he was simply fixing it in his mind as 
a checkpoint so that it would never happen again, 

Ann murmured, “I'd better go.” 

“Stick around,” Hugh said, "and learn how a man 
should kiss his wife. Then we'll open a bottle." Jubilation 
swelled within him. He had everything back—his wife, his 
motel and—possibly most important of all—his self- 
respect. 
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Tue level in the bottle was dropping precipitously. There 
was much hilarious talk and much laughter. Once, Ann said 
wistfully, “I wish Glen was here." 

Before Hugh could comment, the door was flung open 
and Glen burst in. 

Hugh asked, “Don’t you know how to knock?” 

“Tl knock you,” Glen shouted. He was a man in a 
fury. He glanced at Ann. “You get home.” 

She shook her head, bright with interest. "I think I'll 
stay and watch this." 

Glen whirled on Hugh. “I just talked to Dad on the 
phone. He sounds like a broken man. What lies have you 
been spreading about him? What have you done to him?” 

“Nothing he didn’t do to himself,” Hugh said. 

Glen’s voice kept rising. “Mother took the phone and 
said they were leaving shortly. She said Dad's two per- 
cent is going to you. I won't have it that way. You hear 
me?" 

Hugh turned to Ann. “He learns hard, doesn’t he?” 

She shook her head sadly. “Very hard.” 

Something was transpiring that Glen had no knowledge 
of, which only increased his fury. He took a step toward 
Hugh. “You've been getting away with murder. I'm going 
to change that. Right now.” 

The most ferocious.scowl in the world would have been 
unable to make a fighting face out of Glen's round, cher- 
ubic one, Glen failed to appear menacing at all; instead, 
he was ludicrous, 

Hugh glanced at Edie, and she nodded. “I guess it will 
have to be done, Hugh.” 

— 144 
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Ann said, *I can patch him up." 

Glen screamed with frustration. His fist waving before 
him, he rushed Hugh. But Glen was awkward and futile. 
Hugh stepped to one side and let his own punch ride. Tt 
was clean and crisp; it carried authority. He caught Glen 
a little higher on the jaw than he intended, but the blow 
was still powerful enough to knock Glen down. He landed 
flat on his back with a force that rattled chairs. Conscious- 
ness was sustained, but he was dazed. He kept opening 
and closing his mouth, and a hand rose slowly to rub 
his aching jaw. 

Ann looked reflectively at him. “If I were you, Pd stay 
down there. It will save you additional lumps.” 
~ Glen's belligerence was broken. He looked ready to cry. 
Ann reached a hand to him. *Come on, lover boy. I'll take 
you home and mend you." 

“Wait a minute," Hugh said. He turned to Edie. “You 
heard what your mother ordered me to do. Would you 
like to go on a second honeymoon?" 

She was starry-eyed. “When?” she asked breathlessly. 

He gave it frowning thought. “There are a few things 
T have to do." He saw her delight fading. "We'd have to 
pack. Could you be ready by tomorrow morning?" 

She squealed and flew to him. Yes, she could be ready. 
She would be ready anytime he asked her. He would 
remember that. He would throw away their bricks, their 
trowels, and their mortar. He would never let another 
wall be built between them. 

He turned to Glen. "You're going to run this place while 
we're gone." 

Glen had quaking misgivings. "By myself? How long 
will you be gone?” 

Hugh considered the question. *A month," he said. 
“Maybe six weeks.” 

“What if something goes wrong?” Glen said. 

“Then I'll come back and skin you." 
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Ann, her eyes misty, kissed Hugh on the cheek. “Noth- 
ing will go wrong,” she said. 

He frowned at her. "Now we'll see how good a judge 
of character you are." Then, addressing Glen, Hugh said, 
“The first thing you'll do is rehire Henri. I don’t care what 
it takes. Get him back.” 

Glen said frantically, “What if he won't— Ann’s 
fingers were on his arm, and they must have bitten deep. 
“T'I try,” Glen finished weakly. 

As soon as the door had closed on Ann and Glen, Edie 
murmured lightly to Hugh, “You know, I think I'll keep 
you.” 

“Try to get away,” he said. He reached for her, and 
his eyes noticed the clock on the wall. “Holy smoke,” he 
said. “I forgot all about something.” It had been an hour 
and a half since he had ordered Clarise out. 

"Tl be waiting,” Edie said. 

“No, I want you to go with me, I’ve got to throw 
Clarise out.” 

She said, “And you're a little afraid. You need rein- 
forcements.” 

He grinned at her, “No, but I thought you'd enjoy seeing 
it.” 

“T would,” she said. Edie was woman enough to want 
a touch of revenge, 

Clarise was still unpacked when Hugh and Edie reached 
her room. Hugh guessed Clarise had thought he had been 
bluffing again, 

"Clarise," he said, “this is my wife, Edie. She came 
along to help you get started packing.” 

The two women eyed each other. 

Edie said wonderingly, “Why, she's old. I don't see 
how she—" She broke off. 

Hugh said gravely, “Men do some crazy things at times.” 
He glanced around the room. Big Bad sat in a corner, its 
eyes as baleful as ever, but it made no move toward him. 


' 
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*Why, you fool," Clarise screeched, “All I have to do 
is to make a phone call.” 

“You mean to my father?” Edie asked sweetly. “It 
wouldn't do you any good. He and mother are leaving 
on a long trip. He's given his interest in this motel to 
Hugh. Don't you think you'd better start. packing?" 

Clarise's offensive crumbled. She did look old, Hugh 
thought. He opened the closet and took down an armful 
of dresses, “Keep your hands off my clothes,” Clarise 
screamed at him. 

He said with mock grief, “And I was only trying to 
be helpful. Pll have a cab at the office in fifteen minutes, 
Clarise.” 

She was a defeated woman, and she had no words, 

Just as he took Edie’s arm, Roister materialized. “Mrs. 
Dutton,” he said. “I’ve got to talk to you about—” 

This was someone on whom Clarise could take out her 
fury. "You're fired," she screamed. “You hear me? Fired. 
I never want to see your face again.” 

Hugh saw the shock on Roister’s face, and he pitied 
him, Poor Mary, he thought. He never learned, and he’s 
too old to start now. Hugh led Edie outside. “I never 
could stand scenes,” he said. 

Her eyes danced, “And just when I was enjoying myself. 
Hugh, what did she have?” 

He pondered the question, “I'll be damned if I know, 
now,” he said honestly. 

“Do you want me to come to the office with you?” 

He kissed her lightly. “I think I cam handle it from here 
on in.” 

The cab waited fifteen minutes before Clarise appeared, 
A porter, burdened with four suitcases, struggled along 
behind her. She had the cat on a leash, and it stalked 
along before her. She was making as spectacular an exit 
as possible, 

Johnny ran out as the cab driver was putting her luggage 
into the trunk, He took in the scene and rushed to her, 
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“Clarise,” he said frantically. “You're not leaving.” 

Clarise screamed at him, “Get away from me, you hick 
bartender. Go mix yourself some hair of the pig.” 

She picked up Big Bad and scrambled into the cab. 
Hugh watched the cat until it was out of sight. 

He glanced at Johnny, who was stricken. Finally, he 
attempted a sickly grin. “Do you know where a man can 
go to get the holes in his head patched?” he asked. 

Hugh grinned and slapped Johnny on the arm. “A 
man makes a lot of fool mistakes. Someday, T'Il tell you 
about mine.” He turned to go back down the hill, Edie 
was waiting for him. The thought filled him with consum- 
ing impatience, 

“Hugh, Hugh.” It was Glen’s voice. “Wait a minute,” 
he called, 

Hugh frowned. A beaming Glen rushed up to him, “I 
got Henri back,” he said. “I just talked to him.” 

Henri must have been only too eager to return, Hugh 


thought. Aloud, he said soberly, “Nice going, Glen.” Hugh 
smiled and moved down the hill. He might even grow 
to like the guy a little. 


The fault was not Edie’s that the pair was not off to 
an early start. She had been packed since the night before. 

Hugh stopped the car in front of the office and said, 
“Let me check just one more thing.” 

“You've been checking one more thing since dawn,” 
she said. Her face was severe. "We'll never get away." 

"Yes, we will," he said earnestly, "I promise. Just as 
soon as I talk to Clyde.” 

Her face softened, and she patted his hand. “Darling, 
you do what needs to be done. You're worried, aren't 
you?” 

“A little,” he admitted. 

"We won't go," she said promptly, “until you're satis- 
fied. And I won't mind." 

He leaned in and kissed her. "You're a lovely liar," he 
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said, He and Glen had had a long talk last night. Glen 
was anxious, but he was going to make the best effort he 
1^3 capable of in Hugh's absence, All the arrogance had 
been knocked out of Glen. He was trying to grow up ina 
matter of hours. He had to overcome the lifelong habit 
of leaning on his father’s shoulders. Hugh thought Glen 
would mature quickly, but he hoped the young man would 
not have too many loads to take too suddenly. 

Hugh approached the desk and Clyde groaned, “Are 
you still here? I thought you'd be gone an hour ago." 

“J just wanted to be sure—" 

"You're looking for a written guarantee that everything's 
going to be all right. Nobody can give it to you. But with 
Johnny and Henri and me to guide Glen, he'll do all right. 
He'll listen, now." 

Hugh thought, Clyde's right. Hugh had been seeking 
some kind of guarantee, and no such thing existed. He 
would have to go on his second honeymoon without 
it. He did feel, though, that the Snug Haven staff would 
see Glen through. Hugh stuck out his hand and said, 
“Thanks, Clyde.” 

Clyde said wistfully, “I wish I were going with you.” 

Hugh grimaced, and Clyde asked suspiciously, “What’s 
the matter?” 

“J was just thinking of how you'd Jook in a negligee.” 

Clyde grinned sourly. “You may not believe it, but Ive 


- had my moments." 


Before Hugh-reached the door, he heard the phone 


E ring. Clyde said, “Hugh, it’s for you, and I think you'll 


want to take this one.” 

Hugh picked up the receiver reluctantly. A feminine 
yoice said, “Hugh, I won’t be in tonight. I don’t think 
Til be in again.” 

“Qh, Nora,” he said with the sickening feeling she was 
in trouble, that she was seeking his help. “What’s hap- 
pened?” he said. 

“Tom's coming over tonight,” she said. He caught the 





tearful laughter in her voice. “You know, Hugh, I think 
everything’s going to be all right.” 

"That's wonderful, Nora," he said and he meant t 
Nora and her former husband had passed through tPF 
flames of misunderstanding just as Edie and he had, The 
flames could either temper or melt—it depended on the 
people. He felt very good and he said, “Nora, will you cali 
Glen and tell him? I’m just leaving on a second honcy- 
moon." 

She said softly, “I think she’s a lucky girl.” 

“Thank you,” he said gruffly and hung up. Turning to 
Clyde, he said, “It looks like Nora won't be back. She and 
her former husband will probably re-marry in short order." 

“Good,” Clyde nodded vigorously. “She didn’t belong 
here.” 

“She's going to call Glen and tell him. Check him to see 
that he gets a new hostess. A tall one, as pretty as possible, 
Don't let him pick the first bum that comes along.” 

“Will you get out of here?” Clyde reached for the phone 
directory. “Don’t you think we know our business?” 

Hugh grinned and raced for the door. Absolutely nothing 
would turn him back this time, he thought. 

He started the engine and drove out of the parking lot. 
Edie’s eyes were shining, “I can’t believe we're really 
started.” 

“Love me?” he asked. 

"You know I do. When I have the opportunity, PIL 
prove it." 

He pulled over to the side of the road, Cars whizzed by. 
“Will this do?” 

“Hugh, you idiot.” 

He drawled, “I don’t think we ought to drive all day 
and wear ourselves out.” He glanced at his watch. It was 
nine-thirty. “I think we should register somewhere about a 
quarter to ten," he p 5 

She laughed. “You are an idiot.” Her hand dropped to 
his leg and remained there, “You're going to drive until 
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her family. “And Ann talked to me," he continued. "She 
said Glen's turning into quite a man. He chased her all 
over the kitchen last night.” 

Edie said loftily, “How disgusting. All some women can 
think about is sex.” Her eyes danced. “How far were 
you thinking of driving this afternoon?” 

He had Flagstaff, Arizona, in mind, he said. It would 
take hard driving, and the afternoon hours would grow 
progressively hotter. He frowned as he asked, "Did you 
have something else in view?" 

“I was just thinking of an air-conditioned motel and 
a cold shower. Of course, it would throw your schedule 
off.” 

"It would," he agreed. "What could we do after the 
shower?" 

Mischief played on her features. “PII think of some- 
thing,” she said. It was a lovely promise, he thought, a 
promise that would never grow old. 

“And IIl help you think,” he said. “Ann told me to 
give you her love.” He had no doubts that it would 
be a pleasant job to carry out Ann’s message: 

She glanced at him with mock horror. “I just thought 
of something. I forgot to pack our marriage certificate,” 

She remembered an early conversation of his with her 
father...a man and a woman going into a motel room 
together . . . the suspicion of sin... 

He said gravely, “I'd be afraid to risk a room for two 
without a marriage certificate. If we were caught, we 
might be arrested," 

She lifted her lovely face to his. “Okay. We'll rent a 
single room.” 
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have waited, But Hugh had no desire to trample enthus- 
jasm, so he searched his mind for the right words. Before 
he could say anything, however, Glen went on. "That 
wasn't what I wanted to tell you." 

Hugh asked ominously, “What is it?” 

“I spent eleven thousand dollars for liquor.” Glen 
sounded weak. 

“Why?” Hugh's tone was cold and menacing. 

“Bishop gave me a hell of a good deal. I saved more 
than two thousand dollars over the regular prices.” 

“You tied up a hell of a lot of money,” Hugh said 
expressionlessly. 

“I still think it was a good deal,” Glen said defensively. 

Hugh laughed, thinking a man was always frightened 
the first few times he flapped his wings. He said, “So do I. 
Beautiful work, Glen. Keep it up.” 

He heard Glen’s sigh of relief. “Ann wants to talk to 
you.” 

Hugh glanced at Edie. He smiled and waved a reassur- 
ing hand at her. 

Ann’s voice sounded as. if it had tears in it—happy 
tears. She said, “Thanks, Hugh.” 

He said, “I guess you know your man, Ann. He's 
going all right, isn't he?" 

“Better than that. He’s turning into quite a man. Last 
night he chased me all around the kitchen.” 

“Did he catch you?” 

“I never could run very fast.” 

Hugh laughed and said, “You two quit that playing 
and get back to work.” 

She said, “Thanks again, Hugh. Give Edie my love.” 

"TII do that in person, Good-bye, Ann.” He hung up, 
feeling positively wonderful. 

“Everything’s fine,” he told Edie. “Your brother just 
wanted to tell me about a deal he made. I wouldn't be 
surprised if he turned into a first-class motel operator.” 
He saw the gratitude on her face. She wanted him to like 
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“How did you know my name?" Hugh said. 

The officer smiled. "We've been lóoking for you all 
morning. You're to call the Snug Haven Motel. I guess 
its important.” His smile broadened, “It’s not always bad 
when we stop a car.” 

“Thank you, officer,” Hugh said. “I hope the same 
about the party phoning me.” 

The officer nodded sympathetically and pulled away. 
Edie clutched Hugh’s arm. “What do you think it is?” 

“I won't know until I call." They were both worried, 
but about different matters. She jumped to the conclusion 
that something had happened to a member of the family, 
while he was convinced something had gone terribly wrong 
at the motel. 

He stopped at the nearest filling station and started 
the process of the long distance call. 

It was hot in the booth, and he left the door open. It 
took time for the call to go through. He kept glancing at 
Edie, who had preferred to remain in the car. The heat 
and the strain would have been too much outside. 

He heard Clyde's voice accept the call. He waited im- 
patiently until the operator said, “Go ahead, sir.” 

He said, “Clyde, this is Hugh. What’s wrong?” 

“Glen wants to talk to you. He passed through here 
just a few minutes ago. I'll get him.” 

The sweat trickled down Hugh’s side, leaving an itchy 
trail, Finally he heard Glen’s voice. 

“Hugh? Glen, I’m at the house. Clyde put the call 
through here.” 

Hugh thought sourly, now he gives me travel reports, 
He said, *For Christ's sake, Glen, tell me what's wrong." 

Glen's tone was one of astonishment. “Nothing’s 
wrong," he said. “The receipts are picking up every day.” 

Which -vas good news, undoubtedly, Hugh thought. But 
where was its urgency? Hugh could understand Glen's 
eagerness to report, but the man on his second honey- 
moon was irritated—he felt a report on receiptsecould 
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dark,” she ordered, “I want to move you far enough away 
so that nobody can reach you—except me.” 
He thought of the endless string of nights ahead of 
them...man and wife... it had a beautiful ring... 
particularly when the wife was someone like Edie. 


They were two miles outside of Gallup, New Mexico, 
the tall, grotesque sign announcing it a representation of 
some kind of Indian dancer. 

Edie and Hugh were nomads with neither destination 

_ nor schedule, The desert winds carried heat, and Edie had 
hiked her skirt half way up her legs. He kept glancing at 
them. They were beautiful legs. He would never tire of 
appreciating them. He thought, I'll still want her a hun- 
dred years from now. His libido at that point in the future 
might not supply so vigorous an output as the last few 
nights had witnessed, but Hugh promised himself he 
would be in there pitching with whatever instrument would 
be his to command. He grinned at the fancy. 

She was closely attuned to his moods, “What's tickling 
you?” she said. 

*T'II tell you about it tonight," he assured her. 

She started to protest the delay, but then she lifted her 
head, listening. “Is that a siren?” 

He peered into the rear-view mirror and groaned, The 
flashing red light on the roof of the pursuing car could 
mean only one thing—the law. He could hear the siren 
plainly now, and the car was overtaking them fast, Had 
he been exceeding the speed limit? He wondered. He 
didn't know. He had been watching Edie's legs instead 
of the speedometer. He could have gone a mile or two 
over the limit. He pulled over to the side of the road and 
waited, 

The officer parked behind Hugh and then checked 
Hugh’s license plates. Finally he approached Hugh's win- 
dow. The officer asked, “Mr. Barstow?” 











CLARISE DUTTON was both busifiess-minded 
and sex-driven, whi¢h was why She hired hand- 
some HUGH BARSTOW. But Hugh merely 


used the beautiful widow, 
Carlton Hotel to satisfy his 
and women, Then ‘he: "and with his 
ill-gotten gains ‘bought. into ug Haven 
I Motel... and married the lodgekeeper's lush 
daughter EDIE TOMLINSON. Edie thought 
she was freeing herself of her father's domi- 
nation When she married Hugh. But she was 
wrong, as she soon learned when her father 
showed himself up for the heel he really was. 


| Owner of the 
res for money 
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—That was just after Clarise arrived at 
the motel looking for Hugh... deter- 
mined to get him back no matter 
what tricks she had to use.... 

—And before Edie showed she had 
some tricks of her own that would 
charm any man — any night ! 


A SPRITELY PACED NOVEL THAT OPENS DOORS 
TO WHAT GOES ON BEHIND THE FLASHING NEON 
SIGNS OF MOTELS ALONG AMERICA’S SUPI 
HIGHWAYS—WHERE SCANDAL IS OFTEN COV. 









